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LONDON ODDITIES AND OUTLINES, 


*¢ Quicquid agunt homines.” 


No. I. 


Lonpon has now gone through her 
intellectual year ; for, after the first of 
July, no man writes, reads, or thinks. 
The booksellers stray through dusty 
and deserted shops ; authorship, weary 
and wasted, coils itself in its secret 
haunts, till winter shall revive it to 
plumpness and activity again. Actors 
play Clari, Adelgitha, and such other 
symptoms of theatrical exhaustion ; 
legislators hurry to the country to can- 
vass the wives of the men of corpora- 
tions, and shoot partridges ; parlia- 
ment expires in the languid impeach- 
ment of an Irish judge, and the bur- 
lesque puzzling of an Orange examin- 
ation ; Canning speaks no more ; the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer brings 
out his budget ; and Brougham talks 
—the effect is irresistible ; and St 
Stephens is emptied of all who have ears 
to hear. Bond-Street has symptoms of 
agricultural produce aspiring between 
its stones; Lord Petersham abjures 
his black si/k shirt, and wears a white 
neckcloth—sign that the season is 
over when men of fashion were to be 
made envious. Barristers quarrel with 
each other in empty courts; and all 
Cheapside is transmitting its tepid ele- 
gance to steam-packets under weigh 
for the mouth of the Thames. 

When a rise of ten degrees in the 
thermometer can work such changes, 
who shall wonder that the first topic 
of English conversation is the “‘ wea- 
ther ?” 

If, in some of the future revolu- 
tions of climate, England should pos- 
sess a settled sky, and men should be 
accustomed to expect a summer, pos- 
terity will be at a loss to conceive the 

Vor. XIV. 


cause of some of our public phenome- 
na. Why Sir Robert Wilson is as 
much forgotten as if he had never ra- 
ved ; why no man alive asks whether 
he is, at this sultry hour, hiding his 
glory and his honours in a cabaret at 
Corunna, or cooling his ambition in a 
Portuguese jail ;—why common halls 
are vocal no more with radical non~ 
sense and grammarless language ;—~ 
why Huntand Lord Ellenborough have 
equally disappeared from the streets, 
and Holland House incubates young 
reviewers no more ;—why the Duke of 
Devonshire suddenly saves his lamp- 
light, and throws Piccadilly into a 
darkness emblematic of his own ora- 
tory ;—why Michael Angelo Taylor 
vapours no longer against chancellors, 
we a and id genus omne, 
bag-bearing and black-vestured, &c. 
Of all these wonders, the true solu- 
tion is sudden sunshine. 

_ Montesquieu was in the right, after 
all. Men are made by the climate. 
Their minds are, like their bodies, 
earth and water; and laws and gas 
vernment have no more actual influ- 
ence on them, than on the copiousness 
of cabbage-leaves, or the toughness of 
turnips. 

Why is the German a worshipper 
of eternal dissertations on Hebrew 
roots, and a propagator of the muddi- 
est philosophy on the dingiest paper ? 
Why is he, par eacellence, a dreamin 
politician and a mystic theologue 
Simply because he sees nature through 
a fog, and deepens that fog with the 
eternal fume of his own tabacco. Why 
is the Spaniard the most consummate 
of idlers, the most devotea of lovers, 
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and the most extravagant of poets? 
Simply because he is the most sun- 
burnt of men. Why is the Frenchman 
all over caprice, feeble and violent, gay 
and gloomy,—this month a worship- 
per of the Bourbon, and the next, si 
Diis placeat, un brave de la republique ? 
Because he breathes a milder fitful sky, 
and is more frequently washed from 
-head to foot by the free bounty of the 
heavens, and dried by the same cheap 
and summary exsiccation, than any 
man between the Poles. Why do an 
Englishman’s doors and windows shut 
close, while beyond his shores there is 
not a door or window in Europe that 
is not freely entered and battered 
by shower and storm? Why is hea 
man of broad-cloth and bent brows, a 
lover of firesides and a puddler in des- 
perate finance,—of sullen aspect and 
sturdy politics ? Because it rains every 
month in the year. His house isa 
ship, he must therefore spend his life 
in caulking and nailing. He has an 
instinctive horror of a chink ; he navi- 
gates among the nations; and he has 
thus become the most plodding, hu- 
-_" prosperous, and unhappy, of ani- 


m 
Half of this year has been rain. We 
are more fortunate in our power of re- 
sisting submersion than our forefa- 
thers ; in Noah’s time, it rained but 
forty days. Such is the benefit of cus- 
tom. As it is, however, the effect of 
this determined irrigation was formi- 
dably obvious. I disdain to allude to 
the extinction of fields and farm-yards, 
and the utter absorption of all that 
once made the physiognomy of spring. 
The nobler operations of the mind, 
ministerial and opposition, were in a 


(July, 
stateof such utter dilution, that scarce- 
ly a speech has been uttered since the 
beginning of the year, loud or deep 
enough to remind us of the existence 
of the legislature. All public meetings 
seemed to have been soaked away. A 
few rash attempts made in York, ina 
vain reliance on waterproof cloaks, 
umbrellas, and popular irritation, were 
visited with immediate and vindictive 
torrents; and, from the utter silence 
which has since filled that region of 
wrongs and oratory, it is concluded 
that the chief speakers, severalof whom 
had long found it difficult to keep their 
heads above water, had fairly gone 
down. In Parliament, Mr Canning’s 
exposé of the Bourbons, and Mr Plun- 
kett’s exposé of himself, were expressly 
put off till those months when there 
might be a hope of fine weather. On 
the stage nothing had appeared, but a 
play by Miss Mitford, an extremely 
watery production, and an eastern me- 
lodrame, of which by much the finest 
scenery represented the bottom of the 
sea. In poetry we had but one publi- 
cation, and that one was upon the de- 
luge. Thus we were in a state of uni- 
versal humectation at home,—abroad, 
war paused on the Pyrenees, and car- 
ried a barometer instead of a sword. 
In Africa, the invasion of the Man- 
dingoes was washed back by an inun- 
dation, and Cupe Coast Castle preserved 
for new crimesand calentures. Alongthe 
Zaura, supplications for sunshine were 
put up to Mahomet, through ten de- 
grees of sand and lions; and, for the 
first time in the life of the colony, the 
settlers in Hottentots’ Holland were 
wet from Heaven. 


English Songs.* 


Tue English have been charged by 
foreigners with having no native mu- 
sic. This charge partakes of the spirit 
of all foreign accusations, and is part- 
ly prejudice, and partly ignorance, let 
the impeachment be laid by whom it 
may. With the chief portion it is 
rank ignorance ; for under the name 
of England they have included the 
empire, and are still, in ninety-nine 
instances out of a hundred, to be told 
that Ireland and Scotland have had a 


music of their own, infinitely purer, 
more original, and more touching, 
than all the canzonets and cavatinas, 
from the Alps to Vesuvius. 

But even among ourselves there 
have been many shrewd doubts and 
bitter aspersions on the musical ferti- 
lity of the centre of the island. That 
fat and flourishing district, which has 
supplied the realm with sovereigns and 
merchants, and has borne away the 
palm in beeéves and battles, from time 





* The Loyal and National Songs of England, for one, two, or three Voices. Selected 


from origi 


London, Hurst and Robinson, 1823. 
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MSS. and early printed copies in the library of William Kitchener, M.D. 
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immemorial, has undoubtedly had oc- 
cupations more stirring and engrossing 
than those of the whole host of min- 
strelsy, northern or western. A great, 
busy-governing, opulent, prosperous, 
ublic-speaking, turtle-feeding, trade- 
oving country, cropped with parlia- 
ment men, bishops, and philosophers ; 
a huge mart for all the nations of the 
earth, a spot to which the Virginian, 
as he sets his tobacco, and the Kam- 
schatkan, as he skins his ermine, cast 
their eyes with a fellow-fondness for 
the due return ;—England has had 
other things to do with its sleek and 
pursy opulence, or with its turbulent 
and nervous industry, or with its 
haughty and supreme ambition, than 
the idlers of Italy. She has paid for 
their music ; she has had the whole 
continent quick-eared and open-mouth- 
ed for her pay. In the spirit of poli- 
tical economy she has found it cheap- 
er to import, than to raise the commo- 
dity, and she has imported it accor- 
dingly. If she have not hitherto shown 
a Catalani propagated on the banks of 
the Thames, or a Farinelli of indispu- 
table Yorkshire, it is because she has 
not thought it worth her while; or if 
she be content to take Rossini’s music 
at second-hand, or leave Germany the 
honour of the only Mozart, it is be- 
cause she has been too busy and too 
much pleased with settling the affairs 
of the earth, to think about the manu- 
facture of composers. Yet England has 
great composers, (for the true esti- 
mate is genius, not volume,) though 
she neither forced the soil for them, 
nor extinguished her other products to 
fill the world with sonatas—yes,Great 
Composers. Some of these men are 
known but by a few melodies, but 
melodies of the heart, things pe- 
rennis evi ; substantial additions to 
the national treasure of delights ; bold, 
natural, and characteristic appeals to 
the natural impulses of the English 
character, or deep and most touching 
responses to the pathos of a people, 
that in all their busy life have as deep 
a tenderness as ever sang to the moon- 
light in the most sentimental casino in 
sight of St Marks. The majority of 
their songs are, as they should be, in 
the spirit of a brave, free, and conquer- 
ing nation—the first on land and sea, 
with its heart eminently engaged in 
all the achievements, and chances of 
those whom it sends to struggle round 
the world. Doctor Kitchener deserves 
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an apotheosis for having gathered a 
volume of those fine records. His 
work comprehends /ifty-siz of the 
most celebrated old /and songs. An- 
other volume will present a selection 
of the finest in honour of our sea glo- 
ries, and both will form a collection 
of singular value and interest, whether 
as specimens of English music, or me- 
morials of the predominant feeling of 
our forefathers in their days of victory 
and patriotism. 

The volume, a showy folio, is pre- 
faced by an introduction treating of 
the general design of the work. 'The 
doctor hereindulges in the triumphant 
tone of successful authorship. ‘ The 
first number of the Loyat anp Na-~ 
TIONAL Sones or ENGLAND will be 
a sufficient answer to those who have 
heedlessly said, the English have no 
national songs, and prove the proud 
fact in direct contradiction, that no 
nation in the world has half so many 
loyal, nor half so many national songs. 
What country can boast more beauti- 
ful national songs than God save the 
King, Toarms, Rule Britannia, Hearts 
of Oak, and a hundred others which 
are presented to the public in this 
work?” Then follows a list of names 
beloved by glee clubs and the men of 
cathedrals, but eclipsed in our degene- 
rate day by foreign “‘ balladmongers.” 
The list is nearly thirty long, and 
boasts of Locke, Purcell, Bird, Carey, 
Leveridge, Croft, Green, coming down 
through the Arnes, &c. to Calcott.— 
Even among the modern composers a 
vast number of works, popular in their 
day, have been flung into unmerited 
oblivion, as the occasion passed away. 
This is the natural course of things. 
Victory supersedes — and with 
the old success perishes the old song. 
Party is trampled under the heel of 
party ; the Tory once shrunk before 
the Whig, and the Muses were furi- 
ously solicited to sing his discomfiture ; 
the Whig changed his principles, grew 
contemptible, and lost the favour at 
once of the nation, and of Parnassus. 
Honest men eschewed the name,. and 
good poets scorned to give an eleemo- 
synary stanza to its manes. ‘Toryism 
rose for the honour of common sense, 
and the good of the country ; and if it 
has hitherto been tardy in cementing 
its constitutional supremacy by its 
harmonic captivations, yet, as all the 
songs in honour of English honour, 
loyalty, and glory, are palpably but 
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Toryism set to music, it is still at the 
of affairs in Helicon, without 
costing itself an additional stave. Our 
musicians have not been idle. The 
complete published works of the Eng- 
lish composers fill two hundred and fifty 
olio volumes ; and we venture to pre- 
dict, that the doctor’s sale, serus in 
celum, will be the choicest compila- 
tion of black-letter melody that has 
been committed to the eloquence and 
the hammer of a Christie, or an Evans, 
since Queen Elizabeth played upon 
the virginals. 

This collection is attended with 
all imaginable advantages for all kinds 
of professors and performers. Regu- 
lar scores for the scientific ; simple 
basses for the novice; in brief, all 
the cunning of counterpoint display- 
ed in all its charms. The introduc- 
tion discusses a question which had 
lately excited infinite curiosity among 
the cognoscenti, and been the unhappy 
parent of a thick guarto—the true his- 
—T of God save the King. The quarto 
had decided that Doctor John Bull was 
the composer. No man will deny that 
the song, if it ever had a composer at 
all, ought to have had one bearing this 
name. But see “ how a plain tale puts 
down” a happy theory. In all the vo- 
lumes left by the doctor, and they are 
many and mighty, there is not a bar 
of the great symbol of loyalty. - 

* Itisrecorded in page 205 0f Ward’s 
Lives of the Gresham Professors, that 
one of Doctor John Bull’s books con- 
tained a composition of his, which he 
entitled ‘ God save the Kinge.’ The 
editor has the volume in his posses- 
sion, and in it there is indubitably a 
God save the King, pressed into juxta- 
position with a Fantarin, Felix af- 
fertorium, a Levez vous Caur, and a 
Philis heft myn hert Gestoolen ; but 
this associate of love and piety, Latin, 
French, and Dutch, is no more like 
the true, than the Doctor to Hercules. 
In the present publication, the work 
of Bull is not only made visible, but 
brought, by the industry of Mr Ed- 
ward Jones, the King’s bard, into a 


form accessible to our modern perfor- 
mers, who would have been formidably 
repelled by its six-line staves, and its 
merciless variety of cleffs. This com- 
position is “‘ merely a ground or volun- 
tary for the organ, of the four notes, 
C, G, F, E, with twenty-six different 
basses !” and, as the editor pledges 
himself, “‘ is no more like them now 
sung, than a frog is like an ox.” The 
editor’s contemptuous conviction is, 
“that there is no other than mere 
hearsay evidence or vague conjecture, 
as to the composer or the time of this 
anthem, nor any proof that the words 
or the music of God save the King, as 
now sung, had been either seen or 
heard previously to October 1745, 
when it was published in the Gentle- 
man’s Magazine. In the table of con- 
tents prefixed to that month’s maga- 
zine, it is styled, ‘God save our Lord 
the King, a new song.’”—This is pow- 
erful authority, but it has not altoge- 
ther cured the world of scepticism ; 
and no subject can be worthier of the 
summer consideration of my Lord 
Aberdeen and the Antiquarian Socie- 
ty. In addition to this preface, curious 
little notices of the principal songs are 
given, and the work, in general, isa 
capital specimen of musical publica- 
tion. 

The names of the songs are a trea- 
sure of loyalty in themselves, the 
sound of a trumpet to the ear of all 
lovers of the Catch-club and the con- 
stitution. The praises, healths, and 
prosperities of monarehy, take, as they 
ought, the first place ; and we have, 
including “‘ God save the King” twice 
over, a whole succession of kingly me- 
lodies, in all the forms of song, glee, 
catch, and chorus. We have thus, 
“* Long live the King, composed by 
Handel, in 1745,” for the Gentlemen 
Volunteers of the City of London. 
The words are true, honest, straight- 
forward allegiance, and such as might 
bring discomfiture to the heart of any 
Whig, even in our day of rebellious 
politics and romantic poetry. Ex. Gr. 


‘* Stand round, my brave boys, 
With heart and with voice, 
And all in full chorus agree ; 
We'll fight for our King, 
And as loyally sing, 
And let all the world know we'll be free. 
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‘ 'The rebels shall fly, 
As with shouts we draw nigh, 
And Echo shall Victory ring ; 
Then safe from alarms, 


We'll rest on our arms, 
And chorus it, ‘ Long live the King !” 


This is poetry to the purpose,—no 
rambling about groves and doves, lips 
and sips ; no raving about sobs and sun- 
flowers, and “ victory’s moon ;” but 
proper words in proper places, and 
adapted to the capacity of volunteers. 
The whole corporation of the Pierides 
could not have done it better. 

This is followed by a long and wor- 
thy list of 

“* Great George is King,” ( 1745.) 

‘“‘ Here’s a health to our King,” 


** Long live Great George,” (Dr 
Boyce, 1730.) 

** God preserve his Majesty,” (Dr 
Blow, 1699, 

It is painful to pass over the poetry 
which gave force to those fine melo- 
dies. But Here's a health to our King 
has an irresistible claim on our com- 
memoration, from its having been a 
favourite of Swift, a name “ unmusi- 
cal to Volscian ears.” The poetry is 
first-rate in its style. 
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“* Here’s a health to the King, 

And a lasting peace ; 

May the factious (the Whigs) be hanged, 
And Discord cease ! 


“© Come, let us drink it while we've breath, 
For there’s no drinking after death ; 

And he that will this health deny, 

Down among the dead men let him lie. 
Down, down, down, down ! (ad libitum.) 


Yet it has competitors, and Dr Blow’s renowned catch may rely on immor- 
tality, if such can be gained by pithiness of conclusion. 


‘* God preserve his Majesty, 

And for ever send him victory, 

And confound all his enemies ! 

—TAake OFF YOUR HOCK, sin !— 
—Amen !”— 


No. 11., written in 1700, has all the merits of the Augustan era. It is true, 
terse, triumphant, and Toryish. 


“* Here’s a health to the King, who has said from his throne, 
That his heart is true English, as well as our own. . 


** And the Church, fixed by law, is resolved to maintain 
Through the course of his life, and the course of his reign. 


“* Thus we need not to fear any danger to come, 
While our arms rule abroad, and our King reigns at home.” 


But Harrington’s Round distances al! the rest. ‘The sentiment is as old as 
the days of Alfred, and the phraseology was probably copied from the Runic. 
It is the true sublime. 


“A Toast for the Enemies of Old England. 


“* Cobweb breeches, hedgehog saddles, 
Jolting horses, stony roads, 
And tedious marches, (in e@fernum.”) 
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The volume must now be left to its triumph, but a partirig glance will fall 
from time to time on some ment of touching nil veal ta captivation. 
What can be more native than fine naval contempt of the beginning of 
“« Fight on, my boys” ? 


“ Ye rakes and ye beaus, that. wear the red clothes, 
Come fight for your country, and conquer your foes ; 
For the old British tars, they never fear’d wars ; 
So fight on, my boys, we shall beat them,” &c. 
The close of Jeremy Clarke’s (1700) Song on “ St George,” is worthy of a 
Greek epigram. ; 


¢* All the world can’t shew the like Saint. 
All the sacrifice that we expend, 

Is to drink fair, and to deal square, 

And to love our friend.” 


~ No. 43.— Come, my lads,”. should stand beside it in the Anthologia. It 
was written on a Spanish war. 


* Who cares a for France and Spai 
Sou soeigne te allianeet ny 

They'll soon be d, as cross the main ; 
We give them defiance. 


“* The Monsieurs want some English beef ; 

Some pudding would delight them ; 
We'll fill their bellies, ease their grief ; 

And afterwards we'll fight them.” 

This is incomparably British ; at once brave and benevolent, contemptuous 
and charitable. The idea of first feeding and then killing, could not have oc- 
curred to any other than a , pom nation, equally beef-eating and belligerent ; 
the spirit of agriculture and ambition could go no farther. 

The praise of beef is, however, a subject at once so national and individual, 
that we are surpfised at the editor’s moderation, (to give it no more invidious 
name, ) in limiting the glories of the matchless nutriment of British heroism 
toa single song. That one is, however, an apotheosis—The renowned “ Roast 
Beef of Old oped (Leveridge, 1730.) The words have all the grace of 
fiction, and all the accuracy of history. 


“‘ King Edward the Third, for his courage renown’d, 

His son, at sixteen, who with laurels was crown’d, 

Ate beef with their armies, so never gave ground !— 
- Qh the-roast beef of Old England, &c. 


“ The Henrys, so famous in story of old, 
The Fifth conquer’d France, and the Seventh, we're told, 
Establish’d a band, to eat beef and look bold. 

Oh the roast beef, &c. 


«« When good Queen Elizabeth sat on the throne, 
Ere coffee and tea, and such slip slop, were known, 
The world was in terror, if e’er she did frown. 

Oh the roast beef,” &c. 


The fortunate celebrity of the song almost prohibits quotation ; and the 
Laus Kitcheneri must close ; yet the “‘ British Grenadiers” “ detains the spi- 
rit still,” and the reader shall have the parting delight of a few couplets from 
@ composition whose mythology and music might have given new ardour to 
the troops of Leonidas, or reversed the fates of Cheronea. It is Greek in the 
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have made the author 


The British Grenadiers. 


** Some talk of Alexander, and some of Hercules, 

Of Conon and Lysander, and some Miltiades, | 

But of all the world’s brave heroes, there’s norie that can compare, 

With a tow row, row, row, row, row, to the British Grenadiers. 
Chorus—But of all, &c. 


None of your ancient heroes e’er saw a cannon-ball, 

Or knew the force of powder, to slay their foes withall ; 
But our brave boys do know it, and banish all their fears, 
With a tow row, row, row, row, the British Grenadiers. 


But our brave, &c. 


Whene’er we are commanded to storm the palisades, 

Qur leaders march with fusees, and we with hand-grenades, 

We throw them from the glacis about our'enemies’ ears, 

With a tow row, row, row, row, the British Grenadiers. 
We throw them, 8. 


The God of War —_ pleased, and great Bellona smiles, 
To see these noble heroes of our British isles ; 
* -And all the Gods celestial, descending from their spheres, 


Behold with admiration the British 


grenadiers. 


And all the Gods celestial, &c. 


Then let us crown a bumper, and drink success to those 


Who carry ca 
May they 


and pouches, and wear the / 
their commanders live happy 


clothes ; 
their years, 


With a tow row, row, row, row, to the British’Grenadiers ! 
May they and their commanders,” &c. 


It is almost superfluous to say, that 
those words are set tothe most animated 
and manly melodies. The vigour of the 
verse implies it. T excellence of 
all music is its appropriateness, no man 
will suppose that words like these are 
conveyed tothe earsof theearth in Sici- 
lianas and affetuosos. But for boldness, 
loftiness, and a direct connexion of 
energy of sound, with energy of sense, 

certainly have no superiors in 
whole’ chronology of music. All the 
continent has been labouring to - 
duce a God save the King, and all its 
efforts have failed. at are the 
Vive Henri Quatre, the Wilhelmus von 


Nassau, or ‘the innumerable ** God 
Save the Kings,” “Electors,” Empe~ 
rors,” &c.” ing out yearly from 
the German school, to our aie me- 
lody ? The old English composers have 
fully established their claim to distince~ 
tion ; and when Doctor Kitchener, in 
the ‘fulness of years. and publication, 
shall descend to the elysium of paint- 
ers, poets, and musicians, we predict 


the that the shades of Blow and Green, 


Purcell and L.everidge, will be waiti 

at dveptiunan dapemaadlin’ Marae 
the softest seat, and overwhelm his 
brows with the greenest laurel. 


*¢ At dubium est, habitare Deum sub pectore nostro ? 
In celumque redire animas, ceeloque venire ? 

Utque sit ex omni constructus corpore 

yD atque ignis sumrmi, terreque, marisque, 
Spiritum et in toto rapidum qui jussa,”’ &c. 








\pro of the Arts. But we 
~ age — the value of com- 
peti , Of publicity, of purchase, of 

comparison of styles, of public 
criticism, and of die eatiraney of a 


excellence of thé Bri- 
tish School. Exhibitions do not cre- 
bed ay sf but they cherish it ; they 
t the immediate power of a’ 
the public eye ; they render it su- 
perior to cabal, and place in the first 
rank the man who deserves to stand 
in the first rank, without delay, and 
without difficulty. The English 
has now thrown all those of the con- 
tinent al 
Scien sad seengre pst Toman, 
and meagre ; the Italian, dry, 
loose, and feeble ; the German, a 
com d of the French and Italian ; 


the English, in Se eee - 
bad conception, iewaste'ws 
os + Aa terete ne 3 
no superior since 

Titian, el 

In the present Exhibition, there 
are about a thousand pictures. The 
great majority are portraits. These 
a ear almost beyond observa- 


“No. 21.—The Solar 8 bathe; by 
Howard. This artist has - 
himself by the study of the more 
parts of fable, ancient and 

His Pleiades, a delicious 


2 


composition 
notice ; and he seems never to have 
round Phebus, and drawing light in 
urns from the Sun. The conception 
is from Milton, 

** Hither, as to their fountain, other stars 
Repairing, in their golden urns draw light.” 
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out of competition. ° 


first brought him into — 





[ihily, 
But the exedtition; partially beantifil 


2 
ie perealty barrassed and unnatu- 

Ph sits in the centre, touch- 
. t. lyre, but with the face of a fat 

maid. ‘The Sun is by his side, a 
clumsy ‘reservoir of light; and the 
floating gatherers of the radiance seem 

lexed between the double service 
of filling their urns, and sailing round 
their ring. The Sun lies beside Phoe- 
bus, like a* beer-barrel. Light and 
the God of Light should not have 
been disjoined. 

No. 22.—The Dawn, by Fuseli. 
The subject is suggested by the lines 
in Lycidas, 

Under the opening eye-lids of the morn, 
be 4 time the gray fly winds her sultry 

orn.” 

A youth is asleep on the foreground. 
The air is with rolling mists ; 
the grass is deep and dewy ; a long 
pyramidal flash of pale purple shoots 
up from the verge of the horizon. 
The youth is profoundly asleep, and 
the general oye of the picture 
is touching and true. 

No. 34.—John Knox remonstrating 
with Queen Mary on her intended mar- 


ay M with Darnley. 

is is one of the most spirited pic- 
tures in’ the ‘room. ‘ Knox, with the 
Bible in his hand, and in an action of 
great force, bends towards the Queen. 
His countenanee is remonstrative ahd 
imperious. At the opposite side of 
the picture stands Erskine, leaning 
over Mary in an attitude of concilia-~ 
tion. Mary sits at a table, with her 
head supported by her hand. She is 
in tears, and the youthful freshness of 
her countenance forms a striking con- 
trast to the ali and acrid ony. 
siognomy of persecutor. ut 
Mary's face is the chief failure of the 
picture. It al her wants the ros 
manti¢ and lofty beauty that tradition 
has given to the Queen. The breadth 
of the cheek is rustic and heavy; ‘and 
the'colour is neither the fiush of-in- 
dignation, nor the floridness of early 
beauty.* The details of the furniture 
and architecture are minute and ac~ 
curate ; but the subject is, on the 
whole, repulsive. Mary’s sufferings 





* Such is our dent’s opinion, and much may be said on both sides. Our 


own opinion is, that Allan is right 


out—that he has made her cheek-bones broad, 


because she was a Scottish Beauty, and because coins (better authority than vague tra- 
dition) give Mary the characteristic outlines of her country’s physiognomy—and that 


Allan has not 


he had Dr M‘Crie’s belief, that, 


ted the Queen as in the full glow of natural passion, simply because 


t the whole of this scene with Knox, 


she was acting a part. The picture of Archbishop Sharpe’s death, however, is still the 
best that has been painted from the History of Scotland. C. N. 
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are less forgotten than her errors, if 
she had any errors beyond those of 

of a ca ingen ving md 
pulses of a confiding an ing heart. 

The Scotch Novels have made the 
Covenanters distasteful to the multi- 
tude, and, sincere as they might have 
been in their ccereniaiies, the art- 
ist should look to other times and 
men for the most r exercise of 
his genius. The days of Scottish mag- 
nificence and chi , her court ce- 
lebrations, her huntings through her 
picturesque and mountainous districts, 
the adventures of the Bruce, the Wal- 
lace, and the Montrose, offer a suc- 
cession of subjects of the richest cha- 
racter to an aspiring national artist. 
The world are weary of the bitter mix- 
ture of politics and religion. 

No. 78.—Portrait of the Duke of 
York, by Phillips—The Duke is 
age in_the full robes of knight- 

, the likeness is striking, and the 
arrangement of the robes at once state- 
ly and graceful. Phillips is one of our 
first colourists, and he has exhibited 
all his powers on this picture. 

No. 131.—Portrait of the Duke of 
York, by Wilkie.—This picture is of 
the Cabinet size. The 14 ‘ — 
ing over some papers. e light is 
rows from a window behind the fi- 
gure, and the Duke’s costume, and the 
furniture of the apartment, are admi- 
rably treated. But the face has es- 
caped Wilkie, and the resemblance is 
lost.in a mass of a heavy and feature- 
less shade. 

No. 151.—Arthur Lord Capel de- 

Colchester, in 1648, by Coo- 
per.—This artist has obtained repu- 
tation by petting battle-pieces of ca- 
valry. He has spirit and general fi- 
delity to nature and costume. But if 
he-be emulous of the fame of Wou- 
vermans, he must follow him in the 
selection of a noble and generous class 
of the horse. C s horses are, al- 
most without exception, the rudest 
models of their kind ; the short hack- 


ney, or the rough and crabbed moun- _ 


‘tain horse, with. more vice than blood, 
and more hair than sinew. _ His hea- 
vier chargers are mere dray-horses. In 
this picture his knights are stately, 
the clumsily meunted, and the at~ 

mpt.to express the stirring business 
of the time is nearly a failure. His 

- battle has the composure and gravity 

of a pagean 

No. 196.—Comus, with the ri 
the enchanted chair, by Hilton.— 
Vor. XIV. 


tortion. But the surroun 
are highly animated, their 
louring luxuriant, and the | 





and 
n pos of the forest painted with 
eich a ee beauty. by a, 
o. 261.— 4 mepr ovisatrice, , 
kersgill ;—A 


z ty 

ene 
ties of painting. 

youn and a her oe Sa 


iarly fine 


sky, are full 


likenesses ; and here lies th weakness 
diffi 


e 
coher aon oa 


some instances they completely evad 
the eye. Ive 


Wilkie-—The Beadle is arresting at 










Cannas Duiidindvicé ja the pal 
pal ture, and is unworthy of 
8 aay a 
a 
pe eastodhis 


Haydon’s misfortunes have been 











It 
: his idle scorn of fol- 
courses of his pro- 


! 
12 
lic, that there is no inde 
agg ne tie: It ively ern 








col and hazardous scale. 
may be forgiven to the errors of 
ious spirit, resolved on free- 
fishly, called the deseadatiow oft 
ildishly, tion of its 
art. Bat cooler sense would have 
taught him, that exclusively to paint 
for which none but. cathe- 

and churches could be : 


sers, and which, from the custom of the 
buntry, neither would purchase, was 
a. _ speculation. The mere 


size of his pictures puts them beyond 
‘of admission into private col- 

ions ; for what could be done with 
three or four hundred square feet of 
canvas, covered with whatever majes- 
af prophet or apostle ? Bren it be 
Seripture-pieces, his choice 

of subjects was injudicious. The New 
Testament, was his selected field. But 
the character of the New"Testament is 
the power of painting. The 
clothed in the most 


under all humility of body, even a Dei- 
ty ve himself under the semblance 
fa ha and outcast man, are all 


veyond the reach of an art which speaks 
y to the eye. No force of the pen- 
can make, or ought to make, Bk 
otherwise than men, whom 


} yet know to be more. The nearer 


painting is to probability, the far- 
rit from reali . The little ar- 
of haloes and glories round saint- 
ly and divine heads, are at once repul- 
B1V La hors ap ere Sy 
scious inabi painting.. Yet these 
audie Dnkrieteg Haydon 


‘undertook to combat, and to combat 
‘with the addition of a diffe en- 
bo a conceived for him- 
self a head e Saviour, repugnant 
to all those fine teagan of the 
Ttalian school which had already esta- 

ed the countenance. The result 
“was total, undeniable failure. For the 
erg loftiness and suavity, the 


aie 5 Se. the Seite’ 










he gave us a 
led on some fantastic conception of 
eraniology, and a visage as dull as a 


_ 
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mathemiatician’s. The countenance in 
which the first painters in the world 
had given their, finest impression of 
the united nature of God and man, 
and which had become by habit iden- 
tified with the name, was profaned); 
and a heavy and repulsive physiogno~ 
my substituted for the features of 
manly beauty and celestial virtue. 
This palpable fault degraded his pic- 
ture of the Entry into Jerusalem; a 
work of great design, and vigorous 
execution. The physiognomy of the 
principe figure was fatal to the popu- 
ity of the powerful groups that 
filled the canvas ; and piety and taste 
alike turned away. 
__ If Haydon had selected the Old Tes- 
tament, he might have found the con- 
genial field for his boldness, originali-~ 
ty, and breadth of design. The He- 
brew kings and warriors, the gorge- 
ous ceremonials of the Hebrew rituals, 
the mighty events of a history illus- 
trated by human pomps and divine 
glories, the united crownings and con- 
secrations, the magnificence of Per- 
sia, Egypt, and India, in the midst of 
the scenery of Palestine, the perpetual 
miracles, the intercourse of men and 
angels, the ascent to heaven, have all 
formed the most sublime efforts of 
the pencil. They all address the eye. 
Where there is grandeur of purpose, 
there is grandeur of person. Acts wor- 
spy of ina and prophets are done in 
palaces, or in the presence of classes 
and companies of magnificent shapes, 
mortal-or immortal, that relieve the 
mind from all doubt of the nobleness _ 
of the agent, and invest him with a 
magnificence suitable to the minister 
of God, or the ruler of nations. 
__.Haydon has petitioned the Hotise 
of Commons to extend its patrosege 
to History-painting. One of the ob- 
jects of this petition may have been 
to bring his case before the country. 
It is to be hoped that this object wi 
not be disappointed, and that a man 
of his ability will not be suffered to 
linger under the depression of hope- 
less ill fortune. But when Haydon 
shall re-appear, he must altogether 
change his conception of the way to 
‘fame. _He must be undone, or listen 
to the advice which tells him, that no 
individual can triumph by resisting 
the taste of a civilized age ; that if, he 
t to sell his pictures, he must re- 
strict them to the size of sale ; that if 
he will-live by the public fayour, he 
must consult the public taste in the 


~ 
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shits oi anda and that if his the’ Condlusion, that ‘his past’ 
tates,’ We fhe ke Lawrence, and erroneous printiples ; and'if the ho 
and Shee, or like Rubens that sends life among' the w gaint’ 
aj tots occasionally stoop to shall send ‘him out as a new man, to’ 
its. He isa man of ta- commence a new career, with 
which munch may be hoped oer experien¢e of ‘years, and v 


for ‘eal. "The severity of his present 
lesson, however to be regretted, may 
have the oe of ibid on him 


e excitement yer new hope, hf 


may yet I" a do Sosa vihe 





THE PYRENEES." 


‘Taere i is some old and absurd at- 


traction in all that relates to Spain. , 


Nous Anglois talk of it in a universal 
spirit of romance; and it is the onl 

topic on which we do not ridicule an 

scorn romance in word and deed. But, 
something mingled of Moor and Chiis- 
tian chivalry, as theorbos touched to 
Sultanas, and bowers and alcoves fret- 
ted over with Arabesques and Saracen 
poetry, the remnants of the manners 
of a brilliant, . fierce, jewelled, and 
mailed people haunt our imaginations ; 
and it is thenceforth allowed and al- 
lowable for ev man to be an enthu- 
siast for Spain, for its beauty and va- 
lour, gallantry and guitars, the lux- 
uriance of its valleys, and the proud 
brows of its sierras, provided he has 
never been within the borders of the 


land. Romance in an actual traveller is ue 


beyond all we dt Gosgure In our closets, and 
wah a volume or Calderon 
on de oe we may be pate foegioed for 
of dreaming the Spaniard of 
the a toh century into the bard, the 
hero, and the enthusiast of the 15th. 
But the testimony of the eye should 
be Be ny Teor oh who — it is 
. cure and pardon. 
The Beenie Gotta already extinguish- 
-ed, cast away, gone down with its 
‘whole revolutionary cargo. But some 
phlets haye been brought out by 
it, descriptive of features and adven- 
‘tures that deserve to survive the Cortes, 
their Constitution, and their burlesque 
‘war. One of these gives a few cu- 
rious details of the frontier, when 
_the French rat gk orp the 
past year, over e and the re- 
sxohyGon together. “th 
‘is a. Frenchman, and is what would 
‘once Ihave been a@ philosopher, and 
‘would have been worshipped in the 
Pantheon, but that fashion has 
» “nous avons changé tout ce 
and M. Thiers is now a respecter at 


ie writer, Thiers, ‘ai 


‘brauiches diverge from it, and. “ext ene 
1 ‘into the plain, com nequal 


the rights of independent nations, wile 
swears by Monarchy and Ja Charte: 
His work is written with some — 
nuity, with the eye of an‘ artist, and 
with a profound admiration for Franee, 
the man now no more, and him- 
self. But ‘his descriptions are — 
than his ae hi of bis 


south is 


a°s 





over this diversified soil, is not ; 
bounded by masses of rocks, 

within ¥, s, or lost in im 
plains. It alternately contracts and 
extends over a s0il which is somé 

level, sometimes covered with 

clr tuna a wnt 
itself over the expanse of a sea,’ 

the darkest azure is contrasted mm 
sparkling light. eS eritgws 


“Tn the ia ta ito a 






ing between two ‘chains of 

which stretch into the sea, lies 

seilles. When a traveller arriving ‘fron 

sajacily percdttie be get's) 

en is- im’ 
= re astonished at ee: 
zzling. 4 

srrack bith the structute ‘of the, s¢ 

and its sin egetation. An 

Mense mass ‘and bluish lim 
enclosure ; Io 


stone forms the 


80 


and 
nence there are tufts of I 


5 pies 





* The Pyicanal, oh the South of France, during the months of September sha’ 
cember 1822. By A. Thiers. 8vo. Treuttel and Wurtz, eee 








ture, 


re, and magnificence, and dome of 
the pines. At their feet is a low, 
thick, and greyish vegetation ; it is 
, an e rous thyme 
wiih When trodden on, emitsa pwer- 
ful and ble perfume. In the 
centre of the basin, Marseilles, almost 
concealed by along and straggling hil 
appears in ; its outline, 
sometimes hi rip , some- 


ing between the undula- 
‘of the sea, with the handsome 
town of St John. Indentations of the 
re washed by the waves of the 
editerranean, w 


id 





The. Pyrences. 





[Jaly, 


repaired a considerable. ef them ; 
he has replaced most ofthe towers by 
bastions ; protected the ramparts by 
means of terraces or excavations ; has 
made covered ways and outworks. 
The citadel is now very strong; a tri- 
ple enclosure renders it able to resist 
three attacks ; and, by its position, it 
commands the town. The works were 
carried on with extreme activity du- 
ring the latter end of the autumn ; al- 
most all the batteries were armed ; the 
supplies of powder, cartridges, and 
provisions, were completing ; wood 
was cutting in the.country for making 
gabions, and a park of field-artillery 
was forming ina plain to the east of 
the town. A considerable number of 
Wwaggons was already collected, and 
twenty, or is a page ieces of can- 
me wana, Disc on their carriages. 
preparations are not so 

pecs ak as had been reported, it 
is nevertheless equally desirable that 
e same were done in the fortresses 
on the Rhine ; for it is probable that 
our real enemies are rather in the 
north than on.the south. However, 
the works of Perpignan are said to be 
nothing more than the completion of 
plans long since made, for the repairs 
of our fortresses ; and the expense does 
not perhaps amount to above 150,600 

P nl f 

y ignan is certainly not. of so 
on ae itical im tan as Tou- 
louse. The latter city, with its Trap- 
pist, its two journals, and its pious 
souls, is the centre of vast projects. 
However, Perpignan is, for the mo- 
ment, a place of great interest, if not 
political, By picturesque ; and I af- 
ten wished for the pencil of M. Char~ 
let, to paint the numerous fugitives 


“with which it is filled. 


‘¢ The monks, who are the forerun- 
ners of every emigration, swarmed at 
Perpignan, and preceded the Regency. 
At Narbonne, I had already met the 
Capuchins, with their ample brown 
flowing robes, their large hoods hang- 
ing down to the middle of their backs, 
their rosary, and their bare head and 
feet. At Perpignan, I saw monks of 
all colours; black, blue, white, grey, 
and reddish brown ; the Curés, py tenes 
surtouts and immense French hats. 
T remarked a sin habit in them 
when I met them ; they followed me 
with their eyes, as if ready to answer 
a@ question, and their extended hands, 
¥ if ready to give the benediction. In 
pain, they bless all the peasants ; and 
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I understood they Prey —— to wid 
equally generous in Frauce. ‘T'wo 0 
them, with whom I conversed, said 
earelessly, ‘ The Spaniards like it, 
we: give it to them. In Franee, 
they do not care for it, and we keep it 
to ourselves.’ In general, 1 did not 
find them very fanatical. They have a 
kind of indolence, which excludes vio- 
lent sentiments. They are very little 
affected by the diminution of the 
King’s power; but the happy theo- 
cratic influence which they enjoyed, 
has been disturbed. Several of their 
convents have been visited ; the ma- 
jority have suffered for the crimes of 
a few, and they have fled ; in no great 
hurry, however, and contented with 
the quiet and easy pace of their mules. 
The profession of a monk is very ge- 
neral in Spain, because it is easy, plea- 
ene hencomalieh ony voegule 
If a man has committed any i 
rities, or if he be still porn dha than 
his lazy countrymen, he is received 
into a monastery, and displays his 
il sanctity in the eyes of the 
A portion of the land is allot- 
ted for their support ; and voluntary 
donations add considerably to their 
income. This lazy mode of 
life gives most of them a happy en bon 
point ; a lively red to their checks, 
effaces the fine lines of the Moorish 
countenance ; renders those happy bo- 
dies difficult to be moved; and in 
their untroubled reign, takes from 
them even the ha of heresy, the 
very name of which is unknown to 
the greater part of them. In others, 
the cloister to have made the 
Supe wy cam and in- 
flamed the eyes, depressed the cheeks, 
and thus produced the ideal of fana- 
ticism. I have never seen anything 
finer than some of these heads project- 
i caer a Po om the capu- 
ith an 
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Hy 
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fF 


FEEELL 
BE 
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it 


lng of pemregee ney, and ie 
i uty, and hi 
sketches of scenery have Pe we 
his en; The 


range of the Pyrenees is full of 


The Pyrenees. 


4 


finer features of landscape, which ma 
nerage eaten glaciers and.avan 

lanches, its general height is that wl 
allows the ies of forest colours 
ing, of luxuriant valleys, and of sparke 
ling and gentle streams, The Alps are 

too wild and lofty for this; the 


nines are perhaps too low, too 

of forest, and too steril. Our artists 
have now exhausted the promine: 
subjects of te pencil 5 bose a. . 


ligence aw 


in the midst of a new world shares 
teristicea nd glorious j and 


i 


to English si tidake sage shy. geadee 
“ One of the finest sights that. 
met with in the Pyrenees, was. that 
which struck me when I first left Pere 
i to penetrate into the 
ns. It was about six in the. 
ing: The cold was severe ; niolees 
and icy wind blew from the mountai 
of Capsir, which were covered. por 4 i 


snow ; and a young man of Rousillons 
with a dhort jetta, a 


rodu La 





taineers speaking of it with warmth, 


Teeegunvane eae tee 
in it. Every one 
told ‘his own story, but all ae i er 
the cavalry of Mina, which, 
said,-ran upon the points of the 
Without, however, beingso mi- 
raculous, it is certain that this cavalry 
traverses the mountains with surpri- 
sing rapidity and ease. They also an- 
nounced the approach of several ge- 
nerals, the Regency itself, and, above 
Mata. 


all, El ida, as the 

ron n —0  gs dabaaa 

- Im those: days, ‘ Rebellion was 
-luck: ;”. and the Cortes were 


‘viceroys ever the King.” The scale 
has turned since, and the kingly Cor- 
tes are now playing the fugitive, in 

of Ei Rey Mata Florida. The 
tourist is at last indulged with a view 
of an emigrant rebellion. a 
« T'was anxious to get to the place 
where those celebrated insurgents were 
to'be seen. After travelling very ra- 
ot mente night-fall, I met with 
the-first encampment, in a small field, 
at thefoot of the mountains, aud in 


tures, 

eee is cine 
i spread out; some 

‘on-a little straw; others 
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The traveller then. penetrates into 
the defiles, and finds, he advanees, 
the increasing evidences of the confu- 
sion and misery brought upon the po- 
pulation -by the giddy and unnational 
attempt of the Cortes. 

“ T resumed my way among the 
mountains. The roads were covered 
with the poor stragglers who had re- 
mained behind. To these were added, 
officers, monks, curés, students with the 

rge Arragonese hat, and the gown 


Any * * * > 
** In the midst of this melancholy 
scene, I was much struck with a young 
man, dressed in rather a handsome 
uniform, and well mounted, who, 
though unarmed, was distinguished by 
a loftiness and grace-entirely African, 
put his horse on all his paces, and 
seemed to amuse himself with the road 
and the fugitives.” 
Our extracts must ‘close, though the 
pamphlet contains many interesting 
But the flight of the Regency 
is too curious an event in the chapter 
of revolutionary accidents, not to be 
worth transferring. The traveller has 
set out early to pass the defiles lead- 
ing to the valley of the Cerdagne. 

. © I left. Olette in the morning, after 
having, with great difficulty, procured 
a mule and a guide. The sky was dark 
and stormy ; an impetuous wind blew 
through the defiles. I took the road to 
Mount Louis. There the mountains 
draw closer together, and rise. The 
road is cut out on one side of the rocks, 
at one third of their height, and al- 
lows room for one mule at most.— 
Above, are inaccessible eminences— 
below, are torrents—and beyond, are 
other mountains. The scene is most 
diversified. Sometimes you rise, and 
seem to command the abyss; at others, 
you descend, and seem to have it over 
your head. Sometimes, following the 
sinuosities of the defile, you come in- 
to an obscure enclosure, apparently 
without av. outlet; then, suddenly 
doubling a point, you discover an un- 
expected and immense prospect ; vast 
amphitheatres of dazzling snow, black 
pines, and a succession of mountains, 
which crowd together, and lock into 
each other. The confusion of cubic 
and broken masses of limestone ; blocks 
of granite ; the schistus, letached ‘in 
slabs, or broken into little flakes, add- 
ed to the roaring of the torrents, the 
disorder of the winds, and the pressed 
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and rent clouds, afford a perfect pic- 
ture of chaos. Never did the confu- 
sion of the elements appeat to me more 
dreadful, even in the midst of a storm 
at sea, 

“ On this day, and during this 
dreadful storm, I met with still more 
fugitives than on the day before. Not 
a Monk, not a woman, had ventured 
to set out. Those who had no families 
with them, were conducted in bands 
by. some of our soldiers. The poor 

wrapped themselves up as 
well as they could; fortunately for 
them, they had the wind in their backs, 
and, impelled by it, they ran along the 
narrowest paths with extreme agility.” 
He now meets the curious phe- 
nomenon of a Government running 
away, and seems to have been rather 
exhilarated with the sight, notwith- 
standing some natural touches of feel- 
ing: for those luckless fellow-sharers 
of the desert and the storm. 

“* My guide, when we set out, told 
me that we should meet Ei Rey Mata 
Florida. In fact, the of the Re= 

soon announced his approach. 
I must make my reader acquainted 
with those pages, who have been spo- 
ken of with so much complacency, as 
well as the portmanteaus containing 
the archives of the Regency. I saw 
horsemen pass me in groups of three 
or four together; upon horses which 
were lean, indeed, and ill-shaped, but 
excellent, for they: tnllened over the 
snow, and along the paths, with a se- 
curity, I might almost say an infalli- 
_ , which was truly i “es 
equipment was worthy o 
place; of the men, and of the army to 
which they belonged. Some had old 
very much worn; others rust 
Sra Rite send i 
ort various 
had uniforms, or Catalonian jackets, 
ae T ES 
most: , gaiters and spartil- 
las, Por sot arty Some had no sad- 
dies, nor any other harness than a hal- 
ter.. We met from sixty to eighty 
horsemen, of whom there were per- 
haps twelve or fifteen well equipped, 
wrapped ‘in good blue cloaks, es- 
corting officers,” &e. &c.. - 

The aspect under which this unfor- 

at last, was 


tunate 

iineecietinteameos 
neslavihees-of ite former rae wal A 
more shattered.and lonely remnant of 


The Pyrenees. ig 


found in all the expulsions of 
Its epi eee + cg = 
e pomp of its mi return, form: 
9 = cre ame ser made to 
orbid politicians é 
** At last I met. the ines 
Regency. We were climbing a flight; 
of steps, which, extending the 
side of a hill, turned towards its sume 
mit. On a sudden; I saw a horseman 
at the summit of the path, who turn«. 
ed the point, and advanced towards. 
us with a truly martial air. He was. 
an old dragoon, enveloped in an im= 
mense cloak, and resembling the -war~ 
riors in Wouverman’s battle-pieces.' 
After him came a foot-soldier, leading; 
two good horses by the bridle: . We 


two other persons, and i 
self along with the greatest: 

My guide, at this sight, called out-to 
me, ‘ El Rey, Ei Rey Mata Florida!’ 
* % x * apes * 


“* His suite were not less character- 
istic—three or four mean-looki 
the . 
pretty far advanced in » Very: 
ee an pki set 2 
hat, covered with oil-skin, and carry- 
ing a bundle under his arm, kept a 
little on one side—he was a minister, 
I know not of what department. .Be- 
hind him was: a tall Capuchin, ina 
long rebe, who seemed to represent 
the altar near the throne. Lastly, a 
plays ppnatrage Me er oa tn | 
man in a green cloak, ow 
dressed completely in the French 
fashion, rather stout, and of a very re- 
markable appearance. I was told that 
he was the son of the Marquis: Mata 
yom megs blowing violently at 
e moment, parties stopped, and 
I had sufficient time to examine this 
fugitive court. They watered their 
Pte Soe tee grin _- and 
which flowed under a thick covering 
of ice that had been broken.. After this, 
we continued our respective routes.” — 
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On Greorce CRUIKSHANK. 


Lapirzs anp GENTLEMEN, It is 
high time that the public should think 
more than have hitherto done 
of George ank ; and it is also 
time that George Cruikshank 
ay de think more than he 
to done hitherto i him- 
. Generally speaking, people con- 

im as clever, sharp carica- 
nothing more—a free- 
cal g fellow, who will 
anything he is paid for, and who 
ite contented to dine off the pro- 
of a “ George IV.” to-day, and 
of a “ Hone” ora “ Cobbett” 
He himself, indeed, ap- 
to be the most careless creature 
as ing his reputation. He 
seems to have no plan—almost no am- 
I apprehend, not much 

industry. He ea a what is sug- 
or thrown in his way—pockets 
cash—orders his beef-steak and 
bowl—and chaunts, like one of his 


Life is all a variorum, 
‘We regard not how it goes.” 
Now, for a year or two, vm 
with, this is just as it should 
Cruikshank was resolved to see Life 
—and his sketches shew that he has 


lH 


sULTLIEELEE 
nite 
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himself—but a fact it undoubtedly is 
—that he genius—cENIvs in 
its truest sense—strong, original, Eng- 
Look round the world of 
ant, and ask, how many are there of 
whom an like this can be said ? 
Why, there are not half a dozen names 
that could bear being mee am Ma 
anid certainly there is not one, 
tensions of which will cndare siting 
more securely and more trium 
than that of George Cruikshank. 

In the first place, he is—what no 
living caricaturist but himself has the 
Goch danesby mnt seeabeias 

‘one r 
was—he is a thorough-bred artist. He 
draws with the case, and freedom, and 
yo gt er 


far as one can guess from the writting 


sort of things he has done, to have a 
capital notion of the principles of 
prow ing. Now, these things are va- 
uable in themselves; but they are 
doubly, trebly valuable, as possessed 
by a person of real comic humour, and 
a total despiser of Toat VENERABLE 
Humsve, which almost all the artists 
of our day seem, in one shape or other, 
to revere as the prime god of their idol- 
atry. 

Nobody, that has the least of an eye 
for art, can doubt that Cruikshank, if 
he chose, might design as many Annun- 
ciations, Beatifications, Apotheoses, 
Metamorphoses, and so forth, as would 
cover York Cathedral from end to end. 
It is still more impossible to doubt that 
he might be a famous portrait painter. 
Now, these are fine lines both of them 
—and yet it is precisely the chief merit 
of Cruikshank, that he cuts them 
both—that he will have nothing to de 
with them—that he has chosen a walk 
of his own—and that he has made his 
own walk popular. Here lies genius ; 
but let him do himself justice—let him 
persevere and rise in his own path— 
and then, Ladies and Gentlemen, then 
the day will come when his name 
vated “ = es eh a name 

and pa in the newspa 
—but a living, a substantial, aps 
even an illustrious, English name. Let 
him, in one word, —and, as 
he proceeds, let him think of Ho- 
GARTH. 

The English artists seem in 
to be very pleasant, lively, good-heart- 
ed fellows. I know a great many of 
them, and I love them—but F can- 
not compliment them much upon the 
extent and depth of their'views as to 
Art. How rare a thing is the least ap» 
proach to originality! How rare a 
thing is the least approach to what 
a the. ers? of success’! Will 

ive me for venturing upon a 
Jew hints i wwetluseanits anid 
as certainly not hasty ones? : 

The dignity of Art—the importance 
of Art—the grandeur of Art—these 
are phrases that are never out of their 
mouths; and yet how few of them 


seem to take any pais upon themselves 
such vn walghve Seeehe people devoted 
9 














1688). 


to what is important, dignified, and 
grand? None, or almost none of then; 
to have considered in what sort 

state the world is at. present as re- 
garding them and their art. The 
world is, in the first place, in posses- 
sion of a vast body of masterpieces in’ 
ss Syne curhpmee ed and, secondly, the 
is fall of light and information ; 


and; ‘whatever it might have done three > 


‘years ago, more or less, it will 
not/now tolerate, at least it will not 
now applaud, any artist whose works 
do'wot armounce a mind rich in gene- 
ral accomplishment and acquitement 
—a mind that has been fed with the 
contemplation of human thoughts and 
feelings, as well as human forms—a 
highly educated and culiivated mind. 

- Amn ignorant man, my friends, can- 
not succeed in our time either in Art 


or in Authorship. Exceptions there’ 


may be—but no long-headed man goes 
pe are prea mS ey ert 3; and, 

reall, now very; very rare ‘are the 
e 


‘Ladies and Gentlemen, is the 
greatest painter now living ?>—Nobody 


cam hesitate about the answer—W1- - 
x1s. And what is Wilkie? Is he nota’ 


man; who, if he were a lawyer, a physi- 


cian, ora divine, would be pronounced» 


—by any one that had tanrevening 
in bis.company—a aeigubeds well-in- 
formed man? He is: so—an | no won 


him, had he chosen to wear a gown and 
cassock, or a three-tailed periwig—the 
edueation of a British tleman. He 


£28, 


to lie another way. 
the world has been; and what 


a 


g of, and sym- 
with, the att of the age ia 
helives—without which a paint- 
} point of fact, just as mane, 
ete, and ineffeetual a being, as 
orator. 


oe 
z 
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is—and he expresses by his — 


expressing them - 
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by pencil, or chisel; but 
these things have been so, and by such . 
hands, expressed':— and nobody 
for having’ them over again. But,’ 
secondly, and still more, we wish to 
have the finer ‘traits. I rence is. 
now diffused and ¢ much so, 
indeed, ds‘ to'make an essential part of 
that Nature’ which all Art must iti- 
tate. It follows, that people who can- 
only meddle with the rough work,— 
that is to ‘say, [fora stray Hogg, Ke. “ 
here and deste hate sete : 
all rough-hewn and illiterate peoplé, 
—had better not meddle either with’ 
poetry, orpainting, or sculpture, a-¥.0. 
Now at are the painters in ‘ge-’ 
neral? Capital fellows, no doubt; in. 
their way—a’ little addicted to turn-*. 
ing up their noses at each other— 
amicab Te ne atk vanities—btt, 
upon the ‘whole, Biren x 
most assuredly so. Set a do " * 
know of the world; ‘past, present, or” 
to come? ‘They’ have never read any= 
thing. worth ‘speaking ofthat; in-" 
deed; they tly ever pretend to” 
have dore—So-'much ‘for the’ past.‘ 
They live among themselves—they © 
marry [most commonly as the modern © 
Pygmalion would fain have mar 
or they are bachelors—nien of the third. 
floor and the mui.yn chop—eheerful 
over ale or'gin-twist “ of ar ‘wh 


- «smokers of shag, frequenters of the’ 


pit, eme into sunshine on “elean+ 
shirt da , yellow, absurd men,» 
with fantastie curls or pi , 
baldness—the solemm smile of a res’ 
cluse—the ease of an actor off” the 
stege—a shuffling lounging gait—and 
toe often green So much: 
for the present. As for the future” 


world, I's suspect it is far from » 
occupying ‘like a due pro» 
ion of attention. ‘They sel« 


dom go to-ehureh at-all, the more is’ 
the shame to them; and, when they” 
do so, it really is not much better, for, © 
instead of attending to the divine 
truths which the eloquent preacher is © 


uttering; they are Cay stud ying 
some fret about e chandeliers or 
the window-curtains, or scratching - 
down the heads of the church-war- 
den and his lady on the. fly-leaf of the ~ 


5 a 
of talent ought te be ¢ stadents 9. 
of other things besides their own par= 


ticwler: arti And: ha argument, at” 


s 











Fane a most elegant scholar. 


done with all their manual skill, . 
but for what Mr D'Israeli so properly 
ee i the profoun ‘ound meditations” of 

ieteet Dover was a dun- 
of nridille ase lore. Sir Joshua 
Reynolds as the author of his charm- 


forth Soak sakes a delightful and most 
ical volume of Travels. Turk 

» too, has written a very pretty 

little *pook about a Circassian love- 
i responsible for 

_know not how many comic inter- 
blessed. 


Haydon appears to have written 
his own ca Sir Henry Rae- 
burn was !—alas! was,—oneof 2 best 


sg Duddingstone,—perh 
after Turner, the Marg lan ae 
painter now extan els @ 
aecomplished member of the km 
profession. In my opinion, he ought 
to be made a Principal. His Aber- 
lady Bay is a perfect jewel. Sir Tho~ 
mas Lawrence is another extremely 
well-read painter-—he is a complete 
gentleman, and man of the world, and 
one of the handsomest men in Lon~ 
don into the bargain. And what is 
the result ? Nobody but himself could 
woe painted shee picture of Lady 
since Titian. 
"The ne sor thing may be said 
ual propriety as to the actors. 
Gari was a glorious sen-e Ml and 
-writer—the pupil an 
of pape key Dr Samuel 
Johnson. Old Cibber’s A , and 
some of his comedies stand in the very 
first order of meritoriousness—John 
Kemble was a prime black-letter scho- 
lar—and besidesall the learn- 
ing of the sacred profession for which 
he was originally destined. _Mrs ssl 
dons is the pew of an abri 
_ of Milton’s Paradise ayes hans 


comp. aos cue 
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seas ; agi Charles Matthews is (can 


yasiee po high nares) the principal au- 
several of his own entertain- 

ments. Dan Terry was bred an ar- 
chitect, and is learned in all the learn- 
ing of "the Palladios—and, moreover, 
he has dramatized the Heart of Mid- 
lothian, &c. As for Liston, the ex- 
quisite, inimitable Liston, who does 
not know that he was at one time a 
teacher of youth, and that he disco- 
vered where his true forte lay, from 
observing, that all the dread of a 
brushing could not keep the beysfrem 
dying of laughter whenever he was 
spouting ex cathedra, the Solil ws “4 
Hamlet, or the Speech of Mo 

Mrs Bellamy’s life of herself is a haf 
deuvre of libel and libidinousness, 
and, to wind up with a stomacher, Mo- 
LiERE and SHAKESPEARE were play~ 
ers. 

I am of opinion, that George Cruik- 
shank is ome of the many young gen- 
tlemen, whose education, (like that of 
the English opium-eater,) has been 
pees: But there is no time lost ; 
he I hope, a long life and a mer~ 
ry one before him yet ; and he may 
depend upor it, his life will be neither 
the shorter nor the duller for his ma- 
king it something of a studious one. He 
should read—read—read. He should. 
be indefatigable in reading. He should 
rise at six in the morning. If he can’t 
work till he has had something to act 
tle his stomach, Gay own case,) he 
may have a little coffee-pot placed on 
the hob over night, and take a cup of 
that and a single crust of ipaat rand 
he will find himself quite able for an 
thing.- What a breakfast he will 
able to devour about nine or half-past 
nine, after having enriched his mind 
bsg several hours of conversation with 

eatest and the wisest of his spe- 
= He may rely upon it, this hint.is 
worth taking—Then let him. draw, 
etch, and paint, until about two o’cloek 
p-M., then take a lounge through the 
streets to see if anything is. stirring— 
step into Westminster-hall—the onic 
court, the Rey. Edward Irvine's cha 
(if it be Sunday,) or any other pu ii 
place, jotting down a4 la Hogarth all 
the absurd faces he falls in with upon 
finger nails. A slight dinner and a 


le bottle will carry him on till it 
Fe ate ay ae ip the Castle 
an the eve or the House of Commmantn or 
evening ing, or the Surrey 
Bette At first sight, it 

17 


Lecture, or 











I am convinced is 






mere humbug. Does the author of of that 


Waverley eat, or drink, or ride, or 
talk, or laugh, a whit the less because 
he writes an octavo every month? 


the editor of the Edinburgh Review ? 
. Does Wordsworth write worse poems, 
for collecting the taxes of Cumber- 
land, or Lamb, worse Elias, for being 
clerk to the India House? The 
artists are all of them too diligent— 
that is the very fault I want to cure 
them of. Their pallets are never off 
their thumbs—their sticks are eter- 
nally in their fi They are like 
the old race of kings, who are repre- 
pga ig their beds all in full 
with crown, globe, and sceptre. 
Such doings are not adapted for the 
eg ightened state of society. 
ch kings are exploded—the kings 
hujusce evi wear top-boots, hessians, 
and Wellingtons, military uniforms, 
neat blue surtouts—black stocks—in 
short, they dress no better than their 
subjects—or worse. Painters, poets, 
well who all ea aie coo kt at 
as t as i were kings, 
ought without question to behave like 
their brother potentates—conform 
themselves to the customs of the world 
—be educated and literate, since all 
other le are so—and eat and drink, 
that their soul, (that is their genius, ) 


advan of a little proper 

pace may be illustrated by the his- 
ving Cruikshank—as well 
Fo Poe wr individual I 
pleasure of not being per- 

sonally acquainted with, I admit, 
that he shewed great talent in ‘ The 
Matrimonial Ladder,” the “‘ House 


reatbvogor a Chancellor, and Lord 


am, and 
were in their several ways excellent 
things. But what a start did he make 
.when his genius had received a truer 

a diviner impulse from the splen- 
' tion of an Egan! How 





a ke 
olly is rk 

“ Points Or Humour”) that I am 
now to speak. It was for the 
of puffing it and its author, 
calling upon all, who have eyes to 
water, and sides to ache, to hah 


all Burns’s 


Ri 


began leading lecture. 
is, without doubt, the fis Sie Oe 
has appeared since the death of E 
garth. "‘Yes—Britain possesses “ta 


that I this _it 
more an artist capable of seiz 
immortalizing the traits of hat ohich 


‘I consider as by far the most re- 
characteris- 


markable of our national 

tics—the Humour of The ~— 
Ex pepe Hercuiem : The man ¥ 
drew these things is fit for anythit 
Let him but do himself justice, 2 
he must take his place inter lumina 


a 
etchi id I ‘ be excused 
etchings—I must to 
—it is not at all in my line—but_ I 
ity the man, woman, or child, who 
dole tot Saat wii #hitn Sraprtel es 
lis. You, Ladies and Gentlemen, you 
are more fortunat they are.— 
The first of the seriesr the old 
soldier, with the wooden-leg, in this 
attitude :— 
# Aw’ aye he gied the Tozie Drab 
The tother kiss, 
While she held up her greedy gab, 
Just like an awmous dish; ~ 
Tk smack still did crack still, 
Just like a cadger’s whip ; 
Then, staggering,” &c. &c. 
The lines are worthy of being written 
in letters of gold—they are worthy of 
having inspired tothe 
est triumph his genius has ever yet 
achieved, and that is far better. Theold 
fellow’s face, you observe, isround, and 
drawn to a point at the nose ; his 


are almost quite shut ; his firm 
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peer ‘Spo bowl before us ! 
ceals our jovial ragged 
in iterates oat or riage ig 
2: org aipeertor fees And in raptures let us sing. 
“ 

pect ay, Peep woth outag Now the chorus, audience ! 
in.a vain but violent effort to clasp that A fig for those by laws protected, 
titte-worn fair. And she !—whatasim- Liberty's a glorious feast ; 

per—wha ietluxury about her heavy Courts for cowards were erected, 

evelids, wad thet 3 indescribable, ineffa- Churches built to please the priest, 


muzzle! The great toe of her right 
foot is curled up in an ecstasy of ‘ no- 
thing ieath— she shews, after all she 
has come through, a plump and juicy 
calf—her right hand is fumbling about 
his breast-plate, and the ne we 
pv MA itwere, is fi ng about 
the tankard on the table there behind 
her. As Wordsworth says, in compli- 


menting a by Sir Geor 
eee svete by ge 


L Dee "tis a passionate work !°” 


The Bank of E a Ps a _mealy 
mp it is the pain 
either of his own, or of or bao «4 
manufacture, that Sir George Beau- 
‘Mont possesses. 
The contest between the Tinker 
and the Fiddler (turn over two or 
three leaves, my hearers,) is scarcely 
inferior—and the Balladmonger upri- 
Tallies.) is = (on a few pages more, 
) is as good. I think, upon 
looking at it for a few minutes more, 
it is even better. Yes—it is the best 
of the whole—it is the gem—the star 
—the glory of the book. What a pro- 
found sense of the glorious felicity of 
whisky is manifested in this half- 
; »_ half-enthusiastic, fat, bald, 
» leering, squinting, gaping, 
Toaring physiognomy, . 
“He 
rota, Pm rejoicing, 
A wom om tong and found "them 
‘Impatient for the chorus.” 
There is more persuasion, and more 
triumph too, in the style in which 
that, dexter hand is expanded, than in 
all the fists that ever thumped a vel- 
yet-cushion. The uncertain, stagger- 
ing stride—the ineffectual staff—the 
leather-breeches, (Ladies and Gentle- 
men)~—the shirtless arm—they are all 
It is from such a glorious 
, and no other, that Burns would 


are ene eitrier ot he life, to hear 
the strain sung—that inimitable strain 
pe eg true “ ballad of the best.”—I 
try it myself, however,— 


“ What is title, what is treasure, 
What is reputation” $s care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 
*Tis no matter how or where. 
A fig, &e. 


s* With the ready trick and fable, 
Round we wander all the day ; 
And at night, in barn or-stable, 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 
A fig, &c. 


© Does the train-attended carriage 
Through the country lighter move ? 
Does the sober bed of marriage 
‘Witness brighter scenes of love ? 
A fig, &e, 


“ Life is all a variorum, 
We regard not how it goes ; 
Let them cant about decorum, 
Who have characters to lose. 


A fig, &y 


‘¢ Here’s to bu , bags, and wallets ; 
Here’s to all e wandering train ; 
Here’s our ragged brats and callets, 
One and al], cty out, Amen ! 
A fig,” &e. 


To proceed.—This sketch of the 
7 party in the acme of their revel 
and this counterpart of them start- 
fog in the morning—when the 
all shrivelled, bundled up, — lay 
amelancholy, m are 
exquisite—and the notion of ne deb ome con= 


‘trast may be classed with anything 


that even the bp seen, came: te a 
queathed te us. Crui nk here 

his author, turns poet himself, 
and completes what Burns began,‘ as 
well as Burns himself could have 
done. 

There are several etchings in this 
little book besides these—excellent, 
no doubt, but still inferior—those of 
Frederick and Cardinal Bernis far the 
best: Seriously, Cruikshank must at- 
tend to the hint we have been giving 
him, and learn torespect himself. He 
‘must up his mere slang canton 
and to be what nature has 
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yet it is no trifle to be a good 
Porat 4 Forbid the thought, ye 
shades of Bunbury and Gilray !—for- 
bid it, even thou, if thou be still in 
the land of the living, Good Dighton ! 
-—forbid it, ing, laughter-mo- 
ving Rowlandson ! bury was a 
great genius, and would have been a 
great caricaturist, had he been pos- 
sessed of art at all in proportion to his 
imagination. But he could not draw 
not he. As far as faces went, he 
was at homeand admirable; and, even 
-as to the figure, provided he was al- 
ae the benefit of wr ae 
ious coats, and grizzly wigs, 
cand cco-smoke, he could ants 
well enough. But this is not the 
thing. The caricaturist should be able 
to represent ev: ing ; and then he 
can t the chooses in a 
very different style from that of 2 man 
whose ignoraice, not his choice, limits 
the sphere of his representation. Row- 
landson, again, is a considerable dab 
at drawing ; but, somehow or other, his 
‘vein is ultra—his field is not comedy, 


except for merely temporary . 
The Rev. Brownlow Novth, ™ - 

y of bearing that illustrious name, 
© Christopher,) is another capital 
Caricaturist. His ‘‘ Ririging the bell,” 
-“ the Boarding-School Miss return- 
-ed,” “the Skating Club,” and some 
ther. pieces of that kind, are di- 
-Vine. But, like most amateurs, he 


than dhe-ctching of them. 
) was in hi @ host... He is 
rst name on the list of Politi- 
Caricaturists, ee. so. called. 
se ILL., (honest man !) 
‘ox, and Sheridan, and Pitt, and 
ville, are > property. s 
dunt mppecedigieorentie their broad 
bottoms. Cruikshank may, if he plea- 
ses, be a second Gilray ; but, once 
more, this should not be his ambition. 
He is fitted for a higher walk. Let 
a HR if he. will, at leisure 
-hours— 


money 
his days 


G 
the 
cal 


‘ 


3 but let him 


for ; and rear (for he may) a reputa- . 
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him even pick up bis pocket 
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sets maps Olen ' was too sensible a 
fellow to dream of aspiring after. 
It is, I cannot | saying, a thou- 
ish his first linraisonof the “ Points 
of Humour” two or three years ago; 
pe oe wr eae pon] 
i it must have gai 
for him in Eugland, it would, in_all 
probability, have been the means of 
putting several hundred pounds of 
good Seotch cash into his fob. There 
can scarcely be a doubt, that the dis- 
tinguished connoisseurs, who took in 
hand to have the cupola of the New 


ricature which they have procured for 
thejurisconsultsof the Movlern Athens, 
is undoubtedly a very fair caricature. 
These nine buxom Muses, and'Glorious 
Apollo, with his yellow head, are 
in their way. Old Homer, with his 


very 
possible not to smile at the thi 
mixture of Roman togas laced 
waistcoats, long beards end three-tied 
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have gloried in pushing his privilege 
to its utmost limit. He would have 
introduced those great Dons who are 
at this moment flourishing among us as 
boldly as those who died twentyoreven 
thirty years ago ; and will anybody, 
mens sana in corpore sano, 

deny, that thiscupol would have been 
a more perfect thing than it: is, 
had the painter clapped in a few cele- 
brated professors, poets, and critics, of 
present brilliant era, among the 
rest of them? Since David Hume was 
to be represented as offering a pinch 

to 
Hume 


of Epicurus, why not have 

Joneph Hume exhibiting his smuggled 

silk ief, or a offering 
sm 


a thimbleful of his ed Fairn- 
tosh, to Marcus Tullius Cicero? Wh 

introduce Burns, and yet omit Hogg 

I am-sure his maud and top~boots 
would have looked as picturesque every 
as his great predecessor’s blue 
short-coat and rig-and-furrow stock- 
ings. And why, I ask, when Shake- 
was to lounge on the same sofa 
with Aischylus, why, Ladies and Gen- 
» Should not Barry Cornwall 
have been allowed to draw in his 
chair, and sit opposite to his defunct 
compeers, with his ‘ footman in green 
at his back? These are ques- 
which it is impossible not to 
These are questions which it is 
mpossible not to answer.. They speak 
to our busi 


F 


3 


Ld a 


Fig 


i] 


: 


;' pai 
performers of that masterpiece—why 
was not advan meee ny 
nious plan of which Mr Haydon 

made i i of 


such use in several 
his finest ehefi-d'aeuere ? Does any 


- And, to go 





[vuly, 
in his great picture of “ The Entrance 
into Jerusalem,” made a Wordsworth 
bow down for the good centurion, a 
Voltaire turn up his nose for a certain 
sneering Sadducee, and a Hazlitt sit 
for the countenance of St John, &c. 


&c.—wh 


did not this painter seek 
similar 


vantages for the use of simi- 
lar ingenuities? Why, in a great lite- 
rary Caricature, painted and paid for 
in Edinburgh in the 19th century of 
the present era, must future ages look, 
and look in vain, for the least corpo- 
real esentation, either of the au- 
thor of Waverley, or of the author of 
the Chaldee Manuscript, or of the au~ 
thor of the article “‘ Beauty” in Mac- 
vey Napier’s Encyclopedia ?—Prok ! 
Dedm et hominum fides !—I call upon 
Mr Clerk and his Zeuxis for a reply. 
The moment their So are lodged, 
I am willing to abide the decision of 
the Director General of the Fine Arts 
for Scotland. 

To return from this digression, 
which, under all the circumstances of 
the ‘case, may ‘not, I should humbl} 
hope, be regarded as unpardonable, 
have now te submit that Mr George 
Cruikshank ought on no account 
whatever to petition parliament. for 
public patronage to his “ Points of 
Humour.” An artist, above all such 
an artist as Cruikshank, ought to 
stand upon his own bottom. That the 
public will, in the proper style, shape, 
and form, patronize him,—most 
tually, most strenuously, patronize 
him,—lI.cannot entertain the shadow 
of a doubt. _ I am sure they will pur- 
chase. his work— ; 

‘¢ To buy or not te buy—that is the ques- 
tion.” SHAKESPEARE. 

But, if.they do not, the real truth of 

the matter is, that parliament cannot 

help it. 

We have reeently terminated aglo- 
rious war in which we have achieved 
the freedom of England, and rescued 
Europe from’ the most iron and des- 
potic thraldom that ever insulted 
the annals of the world. This is 
true; but we have still something to 
do. We still owe much to ourselves, 
and to our children, and to our child. 
ren’s children. Our finances are yet 
labouring under the effects of those 
noblesacrifices, which duty, patriotism, 
religion, and honour, so imperatively 
demanded at our unhesitating hands. 
further still, the spirit of 


tumult and turbulence is yet abroad 
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to Portugal, 


co, to Brazil, to Poyais, to Russia, to 


France,—or to ill-fated, unhappy, dis- 
united Ireland,—whichever way we 
pg A eg gel ly 

d that those persons in whom fate, 
fortune, or merit, have reposed the 
sway of the affairs of this great em- 
pire, have, as the saying is, their 

ds full of business. England lost 
but the last year one of the first of 
her statesmen from excess of busi- 


But this isnot all. Improvement must 
not hesitate nor stumble in her majes~ 
tic march. The spirit of Hume walks. 
Ere long, as Mr Henry Cockburn 
lately remarked to Lord Rosslynn, it 
is to be hoped that this great man will 
even thrust his hand into the pockets 
Steno fr sain en the leg 
is a time for calling upon is~ 
lature of this mighty empire to em- 
barrass themselves with the eapacious~ 
ness of nanan the “0 of casts, - 
city of picture- e 
NE tad deeds Paldness of white~ 
washed church-walls, destitute of gild~ 
ed frames, and resplendent with no 
rapture-raising tations of Hi- 
ram, Habakkuk, and Holofernes? The 
supuewnre is monstrous, and will cer- 
y receive no sanction either from 
therepresentatives of the British nation 
in_ parliament assembled, or. from the 


r: ly. the principle elsewhere, and 
- the principle elsewhere, a: 
oy Seenaes what would be 
the infallible result. , Painters are not 
the only artists whose works fail at 
times to invest them with a lordly 
ortion of the perishable good 
things of this sublunary and imper- 
fect. world. . There are poets—there 
are too, who, in their own 
ii bene meruerunt Reipublice, 
(far be it from us to assert that their 
opinion is wrong as to this matter,) 





No—they 
they are’ palpable— ‘ 
ledged trut And what is to be 
the consequence, if whenever Dr Sou- 
they publi @ quarto poem, and 
nobody buys it, heis to apply to his 
friend Air Seoughaih to petition Par- 
liament for redress? What is Parlia~ 
ment to do? Suppose Parliament buys 
up one edition and makes a bonfire 
of it, will not this munificence en- 
courage aay t to put robe another 
quarto, bulky andeq un- 
vy the Spring of 8s tbaios 
iately succeeding year. What ?—Is 
the House of Commons to buy tp 
bred me eae ane British Par- 
poten oo e opera omnia of 
Platonist 7 ?—Are the public re- 
itori this to be cram- 


i 


ke 


e 
penalties of a high crime and 
meanor upon all who took in the 
chures of John Murray, and y 
sitate to take im the equally 
printed broehures of John Hunt ? 
—De maximis non curat Pretor. 
are a free we received the 
bequest of li from our forefa- 
thers, and we will hand it down un< 


ies 
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upon it, owes his head to the 
‘and his name to the execration 
in my hext ‘to 
(Spee eerie 
tention of my hearers, Ist, to the me- 
rits of Julio Romano, as a caricatu- 
rist ; 2dly, to those of Mr Ged- 
des, and, in particular, to his ‘truly 
exeellent earicature of the “ Discovery 


i” 





CJuly: 


—a perform- 
Smet 
admit any designs but his own, ap- 
senentdhunéad worthy of being trabs- 


of the Scottish Regalia,” 
ance which, if Mr 


ferred to copper for the use of the’ 
* Points of Humour.”* , 

Ladies and Gentlemen, I have the: 
honour to wish you, respectfully, a 
good evening !— 





* The “ Points of Humour” are to appear in occasional Numbers. No. I. contains 
about a dozen etchings, and 50 pages of very well written letter-press. The work is 
published by C. Baldwyn, Newgate Street, London, and the price, per Number, is only 


8s., which is dog-cheap, as things go. 


iid 





NEW POETICAL TRANSLATIONS—WIFFEN—ROSE—GOWER.* 


No branch of literature seems to: 
have been cultivated during the sea- 
son that has just ag wy ge 
distinguished success than that of | ; 
ical translation. So much, noah ae 
been done in this department, that 
we find it quite inconsistent with our 
w the attention of our 
into the various meritorious 
have accumulated upon 


our 

mit the month, which may be consi- 
dered as the last of the book-buying 
portion of the year, to pass away with-~ 
out saying a few words concerning 
each of three publications, which we 
think more especially entitled to the 
attention of the lovers of polite litera- 


The first. of these is a.com 
translation.of the Poetical Works of. 


5 


Garcilasso De La Vega, by Mr J. H. | 


Wiffen. «It is strange enough 
an 


to find 


stately and chivalric of Castilian 
bards. Mr Wiffen, however, has con- 


trived to lay aside his drab suit, and 
to wear the lofty me and embroid- 
ered mantle of gallant Spaniard, 


as naturally as if he had never been 
accustomed to figure among humbler 
habiliments. We really have not for 


We cannot, however, per-. 


plete inspiring Mr Wiffen’s muse. 


ish Quaker attempting to trans-— 
beauties of one of the most | 


a long while encountered a volume 
more entitled to the praise of #Le~ 
GANCE. ‘First of all, it is, as to ex- 
ternals, one of the most chaste and 
beautiful specimens of typographical’ 
art and embellishment that ever issued 
from the English press. And, what 
is of greater moment, the jewel is 
quite worthy of the rich casket in 
which it is Mr Wiffen’s own 
prose introduction is a eer tad ot 
species of composition, fuil, clear, yet 
concise, and above all, entirely rar 
fected. Of the poetical versions them- 
selves, we shall only say, that the Odes ' 
and Lyrical Pieces are much superior 
to the Eclogues ; and that they are 
so just because Garcilasso’s originals 
were in cases more worthy of 
Our 
translator 1s a perfect master of the 
language in which Garcilasso wrote ; 
and he renders him into English with 
the ease, the gracefulness, and the - 
majestic flow, of an English poet. 
Garcilasso was, as almost all ‘the ' 
great Spanish geniuses have been, a 
soldier; he was noble, brave, cour- 
teous, amorous, the mirror of Casti- 
lian honour and Castilian love; he 
died, after a life of enterprize, misfor- 
tune, and glory, at the early age of 
thirty ; he is the Surrey, and more 





* 1. The Works of Garcilaso de la Vi 


surnamed the Prince of Castilian’ Poets, 


translated into English Verse ; with a Critical and Historical Essay on Spanish Poetry, 
and a Life of the Author. By J. H. Wiffen, London; Hurst, Robinson, and Co. 1823. 


2. The Orlando Furioso, 
Ariosto ; with Notes, 

‘3. Faust’; 

Francis 


a Drama. 
Lord : YS 


into English Verse, from the Italian of Ludovico 
William Stewart Rose. London; Murray. 1823. 9 ( « 
Aad Schillen’s Song, of she Bells encased iy, 


‘Leveson Gower. “ London; Murray. 1 
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Neaeraecics 


es seaiian ie we must confine 
pos to a couple of 


The 
iy. (called. the. litan 
called the F of aaa 
peng uarter of the city of Naples 
which she lived,) at the time when 
a fiealal the, ons Gia dimabesh 
of her. Nothing, we apprehend, can 
be more perfectly elegant— 


THE FLOWER OF GNIDO. 


‘“ Hap I the sweet tailing lyre, 
Whose voice could in a moment chain 
The howling wind’s ungovern’d ire, 
And movement of the raging main,’ 
On savage hills the leopard rein, 

The lion’s fiery soul entrance, 


In ry dance ; 


2. 
“ Think not, think not, fair flower of 


Gnide, 
It e’er should celebrate the scars, 
Dust rais’d, blood shed, or laurels dyed, 
Beneath the gonfalon of Mars, 
Or, borne sublime on festal cars, 
The chiefs who to submission sank 





Vou. XIV. 


specimens. , 
following Ode was addressed 


s 


hm rt a 27. 


Consults not now, it can but kiss 
The amorous lute’s dissolving 


Yet now so high his passions 

Above lost reason’s conquer’d laws, 

aed ingnnd herding 
asp, its sting, as he my 

So dreads, or so abhors. 


a 
‘In snows on rocks, sweet Flower of 


Thou wert not cradled, wert not born, 
She who has not a fault beside 
Should ne’er be si for scorn; 
fate forlorn 
The wen pe fe 

e 
L fe agry ce yk 


* Wri yet wf pty she 

Whilst yet she steel’ there | ce pri, 

From her friezed window she 

Aghast, the lifeless suicide ; 

Around his lily neck was tied 

What freed his t from her chains, 

And purchased a few short sighs 

For ar ‘ 
Imperishable pains. i 


ad 


<< Phen fie he fete Hide bonom Blea 
With love and 3 vain distress {© 
Oh what deep must succeed — * 
RL neaghrrenbancriger wh site its on 


Sd Frm Hin in th api, 
Her vitals Fate sAh ey Adina 4 
The blood 


“ Then tem shares nesihi 
By cus orn 
But let 

Te somu*bea 


Themes 


a gt 


mie vaunt : 
D 








2 
ie . ea presume — 
blow, 
s thee to the tomb.”’ 


‘The next is valuable, not only (te 


Segeesemer ct on nthe whale 


en) ey -— of the most 
t particular 

‘was produced by the mix- 
= of Italian ornament, with the 
deep native sentiment of Castilian 


passion. 


‘THE PROGRESS OF PASSION FOR HIS 
LADY. 


1. 
“ Once. more from the dark ivies, 
proud harp ! vert - 
I the sharpness of my ills to be 
in sounds, as they have been 


ffects ; I must bewail to thee 

The occasions of my grief, the world shall 

I perish ; I at least will die 

Confess’d, not without shrift : 

For by the tresses-I am "d along 

. vp tp csaapebi Ais strong, 
pense rocks and brambles, stain- 


The pathway with my blood, it rushes by, 
Than the swift-footed winds themselves 
more swift ; 
And, to torment me for 2 longs sem 
It sometimes paces gent] iin: 
Sweet as the morning, w en I lose all trace 
Of former and rest luxurious hours ; 
But brief respite ! inthis blissful case 
Soon as it sees me, with collected pow 
With a new wildness, with « hay 
Ja taptie tis sadiad hod @ Peete 


i 


« Not by my own n into such harm 
Fell I at first, *twas destiny that bore, 
And gave me up to the tormenting charm, 
For my reason and my judgment 
swore 
To me, as in bygone years they well 
me in seasons of alarm ; 
set, hah ie Leche tasy Socotieed ahah 
They advancing, neither could. they 
what eke af Seg unusual 
ont them, or how tah 
But daied'to to see via force with which they 


came, 
Till, spurr’d on by pure shame, 
th 8 low pace ad wih anid ee 


te ee nt ee 
ae nih 


The pore did-aggravatng doubt display 
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(aul 
life 
geet oe ) 
Mae ih dbl om 3} 
“T stood of their chivalry ; 


Fighting in my defence, my Reason tired 

And faint from thousand wounds became, 
and I, 

Unconscious what the insidious age wey in- 


Was ny mail’d Advocate to q 
The ho ess quarrel,—never i in my h 
Ware w na I T wish’d fulfill’d with so much 


For, Eneeling down, at once she closed the 


strife, n 
And to the Lady did her sword submit, 
Consenting she should have me for her 
slave, 
As victory urged, to slaughter or to save, 
Whichever most might please. 
Then, then indeed, I felt my spirit r tise, 
That such unreasonable conditions e’er 
Had been agreed to; anger, shame, sur- 


prise, 
At once possess’d me, fruitless as they were ; 
Then follow’d grief to know the treaty done, 
And see my kingdom in the hands of one 
Who gives me life and death each day, and 
this 


Is the most moderate of her tyranriies. 


4. 
“* Her eyes, whose lustre could irradiate 
ell 


w 
The raven night, and dim the mid-day sun, 
Changed me: at once by some emphatic 


spell 
From what I was—I gazed, and it was 
done. 
Too finish’d fascination ! glass’d in mine, 
The glory of her eye-balls did imprint’ 
So bright a fire, that from its heat 
My Sickening soul acquired another tin 
The showers of tears I shed assisted more 
This transformation ; broken up, T found, 
a peace ‘and freedom ; ‘in‘the 


Of my wv fond heart, an all-luxuriant ground, 

The plant whereof Ef perish, struck its root 

Deep as its head extended high, and dente 

As were its melancholy boughis ; the iit 

Which it has been my wont "to gather 
thence, 

Sour is a ‘thomsanid times for one titte™ 


sweet, 
But-ever poisonous to the lips that. eat. 


5. 
“* Now, flying from myself as froma curse, 
I spend, which her who shuns meas a.foe,- 
to one error adds a worse; 
yey the midst of toil, fatigue, 


wha aries my dai 


‘] 

















— 


epee ena ha 


—— woes gy there 
Lyle 2 fleld swhesp oegh hs fo ther 


(il dite, ) 


Hope the distance shows id as slie flies, 


Her amg garments ar and light step, but — 


Her saci bed ny eye 
Herts fein nor can I forbear 


To eal het fals¢ as the tuiage thst kill 
The thirsty pilgtim of the sandy waste, 
When he beholds far-off, ’twixt seeming 


hills, 
‘he stream he dies to tant 


e he marks its Jucidface, - 
‘And Woden, Fae ng that he heard it roar, 


But, when served i torment at the place, 
Weeps to perceive it distant as before. 


‘t Of golden locks Bs s the rich tissue wove, 
Framed by my sympathy, wherein with 


My stuggling Reason was entrapp’d, like 


aiuehiincasianen ah dseiegtae tan 
Whereof drew all Olympus to regard 
‘The recent 8 capture; but *twere out 


For me this to go gaze, debarr’d 

Of that, whereby to contem the case. 

So Se sreupeaness dear. & a ym ner 

Ce ene is clear’ escr. 

. at without : a or shield, 
Piel ti Se witiene el taps tenet: 
‘Who at iniey ecky lety ae not ot ry ! 

Who could believe that I- -ain'fall’'n 5 low, 


the 
pas errtane grief I Grand solitte of tos, pride 


Ai a ea I caress, my chain, 
hours 


Dee ~ pri 


‘to frershoughisya mournfully mis-spent! 


( ae 
Poot cara ount, 
For of @ brain so wild the 
pg caged "ane will 
he throne of Slavery and her sceptre 
‘Bo that 
To shun the torture of its 
“There is no in me but 
And wail’d by me in turn; oa papi 
A fresh at the blind abyss, 
‘Leora back. 
as ok reagon, not by judgment, 


po lost ; 


fancy shrinks as from cal fe, ; 
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nae ons and eves he ing 





h 

rt Be I ‘any, be beloved foe 

Must feel weed gran we 

Ss iienbesichenbiesactel “ep, epi 

My weaty soul, that, did I not create 

hewe-tine deceit of power, to ease the 

t, 
Of ayo, «ar ee my crown 
m ea ory he i aeat renow: 

Untalk’ ‘ world, u “un. 
eat 

gape evens teseedila tei) 

I draw a gleam ene 

But soon iny fate train ef aaNGp 20- 
vi 

For, if. 1 even fini the tsa All deaetl 

Peace nurtures fear, and fear my peace dig- 


perses, 
Swift as a rainbow atch’do’er raging sta 
Thus from the flowers which for a space 


console, ks 
Springs Me the serpent'that devours miy 


8 | 


9. ‘ 3 
“Ope! ifmen, seeing thee, be seine with 


At the caprice, inconstancy, and shock 
Of these mypttoy ser eainy.- 


fsa a eel fae 

y thou. might 

ar ta delve ip 
on g, 

hin fom iol en 








) of 





his ‘taste and: talents ofio haud i, ile. 
Long may he do so. The dedication, 
however, will probably be considered 
somewhat of a curiosity—for, though 
ion of an English Quaker, 
“it is as abounding in titles and com- 
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(July, 
pliments, ‘as if Garcilasso himself had 
indited it in honour of some i 
Grandee of the first class. In the 
“Heraldic Anomalies,” there is a queer 
enough chapter on Quakers—and we 
suspect from the strain thereof, that 
Mr Wiffen may be called over the 
coals, even by the brethren of our 
own time, for the liberal use of “your 
Grace,” and the like sinful abomina- 
tions.—To be sure, Paul called a Ro- 
man dignitary, ‘‘ Most noble Festus,” 
only for giving him a decent hearing ; 
and our friend may justify, on this 
authority, and that a fortiori too, 
for we t he has much more rea- 
son to pas 0" John Duke of Bedford, 
than ever the Apostle had to applaud 
the most noble Festus. 


MR W. 8. ROSE. 


The second work of this class we 
are to notice, is Mr William Stewart 
Rose’s Translation’ of the Orlando Fu- 
rioso—of which six cantos have just 
appeeeed in a very neat little volume 

° OF the same size with his abridgment 
of the Innamonato. The ens 
. we gi of Mr 
i's translation from Berni, might, 

4 — it Me — —— 
consequence, though we sho en- 
(tirely omit extracting from his Furi- 


oso. We shall, however, gratif‘: our- 
‘selves by quoting a few of these deli- 
cious stanzas. Some of our readers 
not have had any ity of 

Mr ane little be sence and 

perha’ , be saying to’ ves, 

“A ie Time # me Spt or ried 


must buy some day—but we shall 
wait till it is complete.” We mean to 


poke these dila by our ex- 
tracts. Bie real cl nadioeg’'e 
unfair to the of 


a work like this—a work which, of 
“ Le Donne, i Cavalier, Parme,’ gli a- 


i Mori 


necessity, addresses itself to the more 
refined classes—and we may add, is 
unfair to the author too—for there is 
no author that does not write the more 
spiritedly for being encouraged, and 
as for being too rapid and careless of 
execution, this is a species of trans- 
gression which no one will think Mr 
Rose likely to fall into. Never-was 
such close scrupulous fidelity of ren- 
dering associated with such light dan- 
cing elegance of language. This, in- 
deed, will be an addition to the stand- 
ard literature of our country. A hun- | 
dred years hence, it will stand beside 
Dryden’s Virgil, Pope’s Homer, and 
Carey’s Dante. 

e shall, partly for the sake of the 
lazy reader, and partly because we are 
luxuriously disposed ourselves, give 
Ariosto’s own stanzas, side by side 
with those of his English translator. 

The well-known commencement of 
the whole poem is thus felicitously 
transfused. 


“ OF LovEs and LADIES, KNIGHTS and 


Aras, I sing, 


FEAT; 


Le ie, 1’ audaci imprese io canto, Of couRTESIES, and many a DARING 
She fa a tempo, che . : 


oD’ Africa il mare, e in ia nocquer And from those ancient days my story bring, 
- . tanto; When Moors from Afric pass’din hostile fleet, 

do I’ ire, e i giovenil furori And ravaged France, with Agramant their 

lor Ré ; che si dié vanto king, 
Di vendicar la morte di —— Flush’d with his youthful rage and furious 
Sopra Ré Carlo Imperator heat; . . ; 
er king Charles’, the Roman emperor’s 

WF i | 
sdach « . ©* Had vow'd due vengeance for Troyano dead. 
ott lyselet mig j . * SH 
iL ebeideniosin wimeheseeinein “ In the same strain of Roland will [tell 
Goas non detta in prosa mai,néinrima; Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme, 
¢ ALegere renee A deere. matt On whom madness and rank fury fell, 
D’ uom, che si saggio era stimato prima ; 


A man esteem’d so wise in former time; 























«* Piscciavi, gence Bren 
de 


sey questo, + ~ vuole, 
darvi sol pud I’ umil servo vostro. 


wel, ch’ io vi.debbo, posso di arole 
in parte, e d’ opera d’ inchiostro : 
Né, she poco io vi dia, da imputar sono ; 
penrsaplirton eben tutto vi dono. 


ee celica 


> a 
ale nia uel Ru ey open 
E de? voted Avii mony gi vecchio. 
1, altovalore, e i chiari gesti suoi, 
Vi far6 udir, se voi mi date orecchio ; 
E i vostri alti pensier cedano un poco, 
Si che tra lor miei versi abbiano loco. 


? 


** Orlando, che gran. wnge innamorato 
Fi della bella lei 
Tot in Media, in Tamaria lastiato 
Avea infiniti, ed immortal trofei ; 
In Ponente con essa era tornato, 
Dove sottoi gran Monti Pirenei, 
Con la Gente di Francia, e di Lamagna, 
ib Casts em atteniagte alla campagna : 


“ Per fore al Re Marsilio, e al R2 Agra- 


mante 
Battersi ancor del folle ardir la guancia ; 
D’ aver condotto I’ un d’ Africa quante 


Genti erano atte a portar e lancia: 

L’ altro, @ aver spinta la Spagna in- 
nante, 

A distruzion del bel di Francia, 


E cosi Orlando arrivé quivi appunto, 
Ma tosto si penti d? eseervi giunto. 


“ Che gli fi tolta la sua Donna poi ; 
(Ecco il giudicio uman come spesso erra) 
Quella, che dagli Esperj ai liti Eoi 
Avea difesa con si lunga guerra ; 

Or tolta gli 2 fra tanti amici suoi 

Senza spada adoprar, nella sua terra. 

Tl savio Im » ch’ estinguer volse 
Un grave incendio, fu che git Is tolse. 


<oBtaan peck da inated ete! una gate 
Tra'l ur om Orlando, e’} suo cugin fin Ri- 


Cho enable tints pir a bins ‘te 

D’ amoroso disio 1’ animo caldo. 

Carlo, che non avea tal lite cara, © 

Che gli rendea 1’ ajuto lor men saldo ; 
la causa-n’ era, 


‘olse, e dié in manoal Duca di Bavera. 





d hourly wastes 
eee 


«< Good seed of Hereules,give ear and deign, 


Thou alg Sa vp ny a ae 
Hippolitus, to:smile. 5 

Who tenders what he wah banat Gass. 
For, though all hope to quit the score were 

vain, ... 

My pen and page may pay the debt in part s 
Then, with no jealous eye my offering scan, 
Nor scorn my gift, who give thee all I can. 


“6 Foon ft Aelia eho eee 
Whom I with fitting prepare to grace, 
Record the good > ccliaat pe . 
The-ancient ood Rage iDasteteris moe 
Of him, if thou wilt-lend a ear, ; 
The worth and warlike feats I retrace > 
So thou, thy graver cares some little time 


Postponing, lend thy leisure to my ba a 


“ Roland, who long the lady of Catay, 
Angelies, had loved, and pe his brand 
Te Indie, Wallan, a0 Fortean tees 


Mgt with her had measured back his 


Where, nigh the Pyrenses, with many a band 
Of Germany and France, King Char 
deoocasteen 50 alte ot 


“To make for penance, smite 
His cheek, Marsilius rue the hour ; 
This, when all train’d with lance and sword 


to fight, 
He led from Africa to swell his * 
That other when he ’d, in fell despite, 
ble eas France ‘Spain’s martial 
wer. 
EF was eet: eee 
tent 
In evil hour, and soon the deed repented. 


Fae Ma Sa Pe ee 


How often human judgment wanders mde wi “ 
(How o: uman ; 
ow often human jody he fad Eept thom 
a ere climes to eastern shores her 
In his own land, ‘mid friends and kindred 
Now "without eontest sever’d from his side. 
Fearing the mischief kindled by her eyes, 

From him the prudent emperor ref the prize. 
«¢ For bold Orlando, and his cousin, free. 
Rinaldo, late 
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“In , quel d*easi,  “ Vowing with her the warrior tb content, ” 
See ee tart wi) 


With his good hand-most gainful suésor 


tf ry T behed te seek the martisl:faay. 
feeomter opre nd slew yhims in 
wot ne a furo i a But — ths fondle went, 
Gente battezzata, And his thinn’ in disarfay ; 
a altri fa °l Duca = org Namuis, with other Chistian eaiptains gr Ay 
EE seat abbentiogato i And his pavilion in the rout forsaken. : 


« Dove, poi che rimase la Donzella, ae a by Charles, that gentle bon- 

Ch’ esser dovea del vincitor mercede, 

—— al A star i spall ‘oak Ondaiira to be ten victor’s re 
quando ’ Before the event rung into her 

Presaga, ehe quel giorno esser rubella And fram the combat onen’d in tiene ofanealj 

Dovea fortuna alla Cristiana Fede : Presaging wisely Fortune would rebel 

Entrd in un bosco, e nella stretta via That fatal day ‘against the Christian ereed ; ” 

Rineontrd un Cavalier, ch’a pié venia, And, entering’a thick wood, discover’@ near, 

In a close path, a horseless cavalier. 


« Tedemme di Methated, 0? dine th thet * With shield upon his arm, in knightly wise, 
La spada al-fianco, e in braccio avea lo Belted and mail’d, his helmet on his head ; 


The knight more ‘lightly through the forest 
E pit Correa per la foresta 5 hies “ 
Ch’ al ) rosso il pone gata Than half-clothed churl to win the cloth of 
red. 


Non va ple ant rp rd, But not from cruel snake more swiftly flies © 
tosto il freno’ torse, “The timid shepherdess; with startled tread, ‘ 
Che del Guerrier, ch’ a pie venia, s’'ac- Than poor Angelica the bridle turtis, 


“Corse.” When she the a oh foot 
pproaching knight 
One more it shall be from Canto sixth, where Rogero, after be- 


ing warned in vain by the metamorphosed Astolpho, is beguiled into the 
Magic Palace of the Enchantress Alcina. 


“ Venneal cavallo, elo disciolse,e prese ‘ The courser from the myrtle he untied, 


Srp Bay wl rmagde ghey And by the bridle led bebind him still ; 

Ne pid P ascese, Nor would he, as before, the horse 

eens Rigdanyatt pdt npancatil Lest he should bear him off against his,w 
pensava, come nel paese He mused this while how safely he might find 


alg cara salvamento andasse, A passage to the land of Logistil ; 
e fermo usare ogni opra, Firm in his purpose every nerve to strain, 


Che non gli avesse imperio Alcina sopra. Lest empire over him Alcina gain. 


‘ Pensd-di rimontar su’l suo cavallo, § ‘¢ He to remount the steed, and through theair 
 bchell tr pel mengiec adta To spur him to a new career again 
Ma dubitd di far poi pet gerter Now thought ; but doubted next, in fear to 
el ubbidiva al 


ven Seeee mal qu fare 
Worse on the courser, restive to the rein, 
To panerd pe forza s’ionon fallo; ‘No, I will win by force the mountain-stair,’ 
tra se) ma vano era il discorso. Rogero said ; (but the resolve was vain) 


miglia lungi allamarina, Nor by the beach two miles his way pursued, 
one: fa elie Clad vide atc Ere he Alcina’s lovely city view’d. 


«Lontan si vee una muraglia Ings _* A lofty wall at distance meets his eye, 
= € gran paese serra ‘Which girds a spacious town within its bound; 
- kagpdepngledaesiigh aoe It seems as if its summit touch’d the sky, 


And all appears like gold from top to ground. 


yng at Here some one says it is but alchemy, 
ter qui si dilunga And haply his opinion is unsound— 
ella Alchinin eS gad haply he more wittily divines: 
me ; 1 demm. digit. hpanane Seba. 


Sie nae es 























m 
Ch amon 
ia:torm,cizor®? iniqua fetta, 
Dal cui furor gli fu turbata, e rotta. 


* Non fu veduta mai pit strana torma, 
Pid mestruosi volti, e io fatti. 
Alcun dal collo in yomini han 


Cal viso altri di scime, altri di gat; 
? pie Fai 
Alani aon centauri agili, 

Son giovani imprudenti, e yeni ‘solt ; 
Chi nadi, e chi di strane pelli involti. 


“¢ Chi senza freno in su un destrier ga- 
loppa, 

Chi lento va con I’ asino, e col bue ; 

Altri salisce ad un centauro-in groppa ; 

Struzzoli molti han sotto, aquile, e grue. 

Ponsi altri-a bocca il corno, altri la 
Coppa 5 

Chi femmins e chi maschio, e chi am- 

Chi porta uncino, @ chi scala di corda, 

Chi pal di ferro, e chi una lima sorda. 

** Di questi il eapitano si vedea 

Aver il ventre, el viso grasso ; 

ll su una testu e sedea, 

Che con seagave, pense: 

ua, e di 14 chi reggea ; 


Avea di 
Perch’ egli era ebro, e tenea il ciglio 


Altri la fronte gli asciugava, e il mento ; 
Altri i panni scotea per fargli vento. 


*¢ Un, ch’ avea umana forma, i piedi, e’] © 


ventre, 
E collo avea di cane, orecchie, e testa 
Contra ny a abbaja, accid ch’ egli 


Nella bella Citta, ch’ addietro resta. 


Rispose il Cavalier : Nol fard, mentre 
Avra forza la man di questa ; 
E gli mostra la spada, di cui volta 


Avea I’ aguzza punta alla sua volto. 


ee ferir vuol d’ una lan- 
Ma Haggler pr oe avventa ad- 


iis eleaes trasse alla pancia, 
Els fé un riuscir pel dosso ; 
: Lo scudo imbraccia, equa, ¢ lai lancia ; 


SeEnES fe one 





rbd he i ee: 
rgd now against the erent but, in 


ait, 
Who haiealy Oe Chie rance oppo 


Of mix mont hidapnd y more kill, 


shape. 
Form’d Ssh wal from the neck like men, 
he scann’d . 
Some with the head of cat, and some of ape; 
With pone of goat that other stamp’d the 
san 
While some seem’d centaurs, she a 
and rape ; 
Naked, or mantled j in P aesyowitred 







These dbting sires, those e striplings b in i, 
“¢ This ee eer 

This backs the orl son 5 
These mounted on spies itaur sit 
Those pereh’d on crane, or estri 
Some male, some fe some hermay 4 
These drain the cup and those the etow. 
One bore a corded ladder, one a hoc 

One a dull file, or bar of iron shook. 


* The captain of this crew, which biock’d 
the road, 
AAppew’d, with ssiitioes jacnil ld 


> 


Thos pesca thecal a horse bestrode, 

That passing, sh ge gpg ly as 

Down ae ee e there, sus- 
tain’d the load, 

ee be wal MO sai t him in his place. 

Some wipe his brows chin from oo 


whi 


ran, 
And others with their yests his visage fan. . 


‘* One, with a human shape and feet, his crest, 
Dik meceoen and ears and, 


Bay’d at the gallant ARCH, 


To turn him to the city Nas ed. 
we oat I never, while of strength pos- 


nat : 
And pointed at him fall the naked blade. 
« That doit would have smote im with 


But swiftly 2 hie Rago orang 


ir bow at 


~ hg pel a © elas tp 
er flung 











” 


34 
L’ un qui i punge, ¢ Yale quit 


Egli o arresta, é fa lor’ aspra guerra. 


‘¢ L’ un sin’ ai denti, e]” altro sin’ al petto 
) va di quella iniqua razza ; 

Ch’ alla sua non s’ oppone elmetto, 

Né sceudo, iera, né corrazza. 

Ma da tutte le parti é cosi stretto, 

Che oo saria per trovar piazza, 

E tener da se largo il popol reo, 

D’ aver pid braccia, e man che Briareo. 


Pn ag ep ig ep ah 

Lo scudo, at fa del Negnonats 5 
To dico quel, ch’ abbarbagliava il viso, 
Quel, ch’ all’ arcione avea lasciato At- 


lante, 
Subito avria quel brutto stuol conquiso, 
E fattosel cader cieco davante. 
E forse ben, che disprezzd quelmodo, 
Perché virtute usar volse, e non frodo. 


“¢ Sia quel che pud, pil tosto vuol mo- 
rire, 


Che rendersi prigione a si vil gente. 

Eccoti intanto dalla porta uscire 

Del muro, ch’ io dicea d’ oro lucente, 

Due Giovani, ch’ ai gesti, ed al vestire 

Wee telat hedis ood age 
pastor nutrite con disagi, 

Ma fra delizie di real palagi. 


*¢ J’ una, e1’ altra sedea su un Liocorno, 
Candido pit, che candido Armellino ; 
L’ una, ¢ I’ altra era bella, edi si adorno 
Abito, e modo tanto pellegrino, 

Che ¥. uom guardando, e contemplando 


we aver occhio divino 
Per far di lor giudicio ; ¢ tal saria 
Belta, s’ avesse corpo, e leggiadria. 


“T° una, e I’ altra n’ andd, dove nel prato 
Raggiero é oppresso dallo stuol villano. 
Tutta la turba si levd da lato, 

: al Cavalier porser la mano. 
to in viso-di color rosato 
Donne ri i® dell’ atto umano ; 
E fu contento (compiacendo loro) 
Di ritornarsi a quella porta d’ oro. 


Som 
a 


‘¢ L’adornamento, che s’ aggira sopra 
La bella porta, e sporge un poco avante, 
Parte non ha, che tutta non si cuopra 
_ Delle pitt rare gemme di Levante. 
Da quattro parti si ri 





| New Poetical Translations. 
- Before him, and next sallied there and here ; 


[July,” 


But all too numerous was the wicked : 


Now grappled from behind, now punch’d be- 
He stands, and plies the crowd with warfare | 
sore. 


One to the teeth, another to the breast, 

Of that foul race he cleft ; since no one steel’d 

In mail, his brows with covering helmet . 
dress’d, 

Or fought, secured by corslet or by shield ; 

Yet is he so upon all quarters press’d, 

That it would need 
field, 

And to keep off the wicked crew whichswarms, 

More than Briareus’ hundred hands and arms. 


“ Tf he had thought the magic shield to show, 
(I speak of that the necromancer bore, 
Which dazed the sight of the astonish’d foe, 
Left at his saddle by the wizard Moor) 
That hideous band, in sudden overthrow, 
i by this, had sunk the knight before. 
ut haply he despised such mean as vile, 
And would prevail by valour, not by guile. 


e Child, to clear the 


“ This as it may: the Child would meet his 


Ere by so vile a band be prisoner led ; 
When, lo! forth-issuing from the city’s gate, 
Whose wall appear’d like shining gold I said, 
Two youthful dames, not born in low estate, 
If measured by their. mien and garb, nor bred 
By swain, in early wants and tfoubles versed ; 
But amid princely joys in palace nursed ! 


* On unicorn was seated either fair, 

A beast than spotless ermine yet more white ; 

So lovely were the damsels, and so rare 

Their aon. and with such graceful fashion 

foht. 

That he who closely view’d the youthful pair, 

Would need a surer sense than mortal sight, 

To judge between the two. With such a mien 

Embodied Grace and Beauty would 
seen. , 


*¢ Into the mead rode this and the other dame, 
Where the foul crew opposed the Child’s re- 
treat. 
The rabble scatter’d as the ladies came, 
Who with extended hand the warrior greet. 
He, with a kindling visage, red with shame, 
Thank’d the two damsels for their gentle feat ; 
And was content upon their will to wait, 
With them returning to that golden gate. 


¢ Above, a cornice round the gateway goes, 
Somedeal projecting’ from the colonnade, 
In_which is not a single part but glows, 
With rarest gems of India overlaid. 
Propp’d at four points, the portal did repose 


* On columns of one solid diamond made. ” 
Whether what met the eye was false or true, 
* Was neyer sight more fair or glad to view. 
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** Su per la soglia, e fuor per le colonne “‘ Ugh Gon etanl Gemma the ‘columns, 
Cotes eahaseende ianciis Uiaiatiins eal | 
Che,,sei- debiti alle Donne Ren gents Trond fare spp 
Servasser piv, sarian forse pid belle. Who haph haply we appear’d more 
Tutte vestite eran di verdi gonne, fair, ' 
E coronate di frondi novelle. Had they observed a woman's fit port. 
con molte offerte,e con buon viso All are arra wear 
ier fecero entrar nel Paradiso. Of the fresh af igh ey et accom ne 
With many proffers and fair mien entice, 
And welcome to this opening Paradise 
‘* Ché si pud ben cosi nomar quel loco, 


Ove mi credo che nascesse Amore. 

Non vi si sta, se non in danza, ein gioco, 
E tutte in festa vi si spendon I’ ore. 
Pensier canuto, né molto, né poco 
Si'pud quivi albergare in alcun core. 
Non entra quivi disagio, né inopia, 

Ma vi sta ogn’ or col corno pien la Copia. 


pes pats dove con serena, e lieta fronte 
Par ch’ ogn’or rida il grazioso aprile 
ae e Donne, son: qual press a 
te ° 


Canta con dolce, e dilettoso stile ; 

Qual d’un arbore all’ombra, e qual 
d’ un monte, 

O gioca, o danza, 0 fa cosa non vile ; 

E qual lungi dagli altri a un suo fedele 

Discuopre 1’ amorose sue querele. 


*‘ Per le cime de’ pini, e degli allori, 
alti faggi, e degl’ irsuti abeti, 

n scherzando i pargoletti Amori ; 
Di lor vittorie altri godendo lieti, 
Altri pigliando a saettare i cori 
La mira quindi, altri tepdendo reti. 
Chi tempra dardi ad un ruscel pid basso, 
E chi gli aguzza ad un volubil sasso.”” 


whe eee 

Where, it is my belief, that hed binds 
Where life is spent in festive game and ball, 
And still the passing moments fleet in mirth. 


Hem: hetynnees ‘Thought ne’er comes at 


Nor finds a place in any bosom. Dearth, 
Nor yet Discomfort, never enter here, 
Where Plenty fills her horn throughout the 


year. 


** Here, where with jovial and unclouded 
brow, 

Glad April seems to wear a constant smile, 

Troop boys and damsels; One, where foun- 
tains flow. queen “4 ers 

On the green sings in dulcet 

Others, the hill or tufted tree below, 

In dance, or no mean the hours 

While this, who shuns the revellers’ noisy 


cheer, 
Tells Lis love sorrows in his comrade’s ear. 


‘© Above the Jaurel and the pine-tree’s height, 
Mee the tall beech shaggy rhs and 


Sport little loves, with desultory flight : 
Th y their conquests made, rejeced and 


Thee, Teh the well-directed shaft, take sight 
At hearts, and those spread nets to catch their 


prey 5 
One wets his arrows in the brook which winds, 


And one on whirling stone the weapon grinds.” 


We earnestly haope Mr Rose may go on and conclude this great underta- 


king as happil 


y as he has begun it.~—It is impossible to wish anything better 


than this, either for his own sake, or for our own. 
LORD F, L. GOWER, 


‘We now come toa bold venture— and the copious specimens of transla- 
Goethe's Faust, by Lord Francis tion,were from the pen ofa young tcl 


Leveson Gower. 


This young noble- friend of ours,—~a young man 


man, for we believe he is very young, ly of highly distinguished accompli 
has, we must confess, surprised us. ment and most:promising —_—. e, 


He has not given a perfect Faust,— 


however, will, we are sure, be 


that nobody ever will do—but he has S| approve of what we do, when we 


come so near perfection, that we may 


safely co 


chievement 


idly say, that Lord Francis Gower 


late him ‘on an a- in put us somewhat sanem ie 
of which there are few with his efforts upon Faustus, 


practised ow li in Britain were ited—but 
that wright nae Psa Sa es Ag 


they want the refinement, rt “ts 
he} eo ES is of still pI Be 










By. an moment, 
Magazine F June 1820, the reader et, 8 paral 
may his ‘recollection of the eae as in 
story of wonderful masterpiece. Us to gives ohal of the ori- 
The — g there given of the fable, ginal poem ihatour en has done 


Vou. X 


ma FF 











than And then my mother is in each detail 





thoughts should stray, 

I shall have leisure memory’s debt to pay. 
Faust. You are alone then often ? 
Marg. Night and day. 

Our humble household is but small, 

And I, alas ! must look to all. 

We haveno maid, and I may scarce oval’ 
To wake so early and to sleep so late, 





So accurate. 


all I scarce approve these fancies of my mo-: 





MarGapet on Faust’s arm. MEputis- 
~ TOPHELES and Mantua walking up 
Ma I feel it, th , 
Marg. Too well it, thus you con- 
descind 


Merely to shame me in the end. 


You travell’d emen are used 
From kindness to put up with all. 
I you cannot be amused 
ning that one like me lets fall. 


an 
Faust. To hear you speak delights me 
more 


Than wisdom’s words or learning’s lore. 
ba (He kisses her hand. 
Marg. How could you thus your lips 
offend ? 


The softness of this hand much toil has 
To all things I must needs attend— 
My er’s rule is rather hard. 
(They pase to the back of the stage. 
Mar. to Meph. And you, kind sir, set 
out so soon again ? 
Meph. Business and duty still impel my 


course. 

Often we leave a place behind with pain, 
Yet onward must proceed perforce. 
Mar. In youth to roam where fortune 


May suit you well by land, or on the 
waves ; 
Yet soon the evil time arrives ; 
To slmk sad, lonely bachelors to your 
for your latter lives. 


ves, 
Ie black 
ee ch end, with horror, I ¥ 
Mar. Then, worthy sir, in time 
; (They pass back, as before, 
— Yes, you are courteous, 


But then you come of gentle blood, 
Haye many a friend of many a nation, 

‘aust.-Dulness, not knowledge, wrin- 
_ kles oft the brow— 


Faust. Strange, that simplicity should 


ther’s, 
And think-we might do more than many 
others. 
My father left us what he had to give, 
A house and , decent means to live ; 
My brother was a soldier bred ; 
One sister, younger than myself, is dead. 
I had much trouble with the child, 
And yet my love for it my time beguiled. 
* * * * % 


Before its birth my father was no more, 
My mother almost gave it o’er 5 
It pined, and then recover’d by degrees 5 
Twas I must feed it, hold it on my knees ; 
And thus I watch’d and nursed it, all alone, 
And grew to look upon it as my own. 
Faust, How sweet your task to rear the. 
drooping flower ! 
Marg. And yet it cost me many a weary 
our 5 
And then, besides, to tend the house af- 
fairs— 7 . 
*T would weary you to tell you all my cares. 
(They cross over. 
Mar. to Meph. Indeed ’tis uphill work. 
to teach 
You bachelors. Excuse the speech. 
Meph. Would one like you my steps 
conduct, 
I should be easy to instruct. 
Mar. Now tell metrue, in any place or 
station, 
Has your heart never felt the least sensa- 
tion ? 
Meph. A good man’s hearth, the while: 
his wife sits by, 
Pearls cannot equal, treasures cannot buy! 
*Tis thus the proverb says, and so say I. 
Mar. I mean, if e’er your heart to love 
was tending ? 
Meph- 1 always found the ladies conde- 


Mar. I mean, if serious passion fill’d 
your breast ? 

Mop.) Trifling with ledies is beyond a 
jest 

Mar. Ah! you mistake. 

*e I grieve to be so blind ; 

But this I see—that you are very kind. 
(Crosg over. 
ar + Then you forgive my bearing in 


street, 
Near the cathedral, when we chanced to 
meet. 
_ Marg. 1 was surprised and fluster’d;. it 
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To be accosted by a man like you. Marg. (on her gt 2 _ gave the 
thought I, sure tie natist hiav’ sect in hangman power — 
So soon to waké sod oly? 
Some sign Fahy eee Why call’st thou'me at midnight’s hour ?— 
Yet, I confess, I scarcel O! let me live till-day 1= 
Arrested: meyaeT veftased arm. mhiagimniers: ee 
( make love. par Sop aie 
‘Mar. The t draws on. am yet so Young so young 
Meph. Trostand we must away. And yet so soon to perish by your laws. 
Mar. I would invite you here to stay, Once wes futon scan ia easton ont 
But he ee we dwell, 


bee 7 each gaping fool so 


abona! neglecting all his own affairs, 
At everybody else he stares ; 
And thus their talk would be of te and 


you, 
And of these oe 
ight !” 

We are v oy load to turn over so 
many pages ys we must pass to the 
last scene Sole of all. The poor ruined 
girl, who has innocently killed her 
mother, and madly her child, is alone 
in her dungeon—She is to leave it for 
the gallows at day-break. Faust, her 
miserable betrayer, more miserable 
than she, appears at the door with a 
bundle of keys and a lamp.—But we 
entreat our reader to turn back to the 
number of June 1820, ere he proeeeds 
to read. what follows—or if Madame 
de Stael’s Germaffy be at hand, it will 
do equally well. 

“© Dungeon. 
Faust, with a Bundle of Keys and a 
Lamp before a low iron Door. 

Faust. Strength to my limbs my faint- 

ing soul denies, 

Sick with the sense of man’s collected 


woe ; 
Behind this dungeon’s dripping wall she 
lies 


> 
Frenzy the crime for which her blood 
must flow. 
Traitor, thou darest not eriter in 
To face the witness of thy sin. 
Forward! thy cowardice draws down 
the blow. 
gp pr —_— sings. Now shame on 


Who ‘bre brought me to light, 

And foul ugh father 
Who tiutsed nie in spite. 

Faust. (unlocking the door.) She dreams 
not that her lover hears the strain, 


Thee hee ee and the clinking 


Marge Qing herself in the straw on 
she lies.) 
Woe, woe! they wake me! bitter fate! 
Faust. Hush, hush ! I come to give thee 
means to fly. 


Marg: Art th 
Faust. Soft! thou wilt wake thy jailers 
[He seizes the chains to unlock them. 


aman? then be com- 


as 


One friend was near me then: he too is 
fled. 

My flowers are wither’d, and my. garland 
dead. 


Seize me not thus! it abe me pain. 
Have I e’er wrong’d thee? why then 
bind me so ? 
Let not my woman’s voice implofe in 
vain— 
Can I have hurt one whom I do not 
know ? 
Faust. Can I outlive this hour of woe! 
Marg. Ah! I am now within thy power ; 
Yet let me clasp my only joy, 
My child! I nursed it many an hour, 
But then they took it from me to 
And now they say the meter kilf'd her 
bo 


y- 
‘ And she shall ne’er be happy more’— 
That is the song they sing to give me 


pain 
Ti he ths end of-eni alenealal; 
But never meant me before. 
Faust. He, whom you deem’d so far, be- 
fore you lies, 
To burst your chains, and give the life you 


prize. 
Marg. Oh! raise we to the saints our 
prayer! 
For see, beneath the stair, 
Beneath the door-stone swell 
The penal flames of hell. 
The evil one, 
In pitiless wrath, 
Roars for his prey. 
Faust. (aloud) M ! Margaret ! 
Marg. (starting) That was his voice t 
[She springs up ; her chains fall off. 


Where is he ? for I know ’twas he. 
None, none shall stay mé; 1 am free! 
Tis to his bosom I will fly, 

In his embraces I will lie. 

His Margarete el, othe thresh he 


tands, 
°Mid ‘Ge hter and howls of the fiend- 
ish ban 
Through the shout of their malice, their 


hissings of seorn, 

How sweetly his voice of affection was . 
borne ! 
Faust. On a 
Marg. say it, say it, once again. 
My lend my lover Y Where is now. nip 


pain ? 

Where is ay. chain, my dungeon, and my 
ve 

He ceases hidhestt tb dieu ie te else 

T see the chureli’s aisle, the street, 

Where first we dared to gaze, to meet: 

















38 New Poetical Translations. CJuly, 
The bléoms before me now, Marg. To wander with you? 
War laptengtie | Meg ae eaet The 
way! a arg. To ! I know it—I 
Marg. Oh, not 0 fest! rat He a0 
Time is with you so sweetly past. I come ; the grave is yawning there! 
Faust. M haste ! The grave, no farther—’tis our journey’s 
For, if thou lingerest here, end. 
We both shall pay it dear. You part. Oh! could I but your steps at- 
Marg. What, thou canst kiss no more ! tend. 
Away so short a time as this, Faust. You can! But wish it, and the 
And hast so soon forgot to kiss ! deed is done. 


Why are my joys less ardent than they 
were ? 
Once in those folding arms I loved to 


ieee dics benediscint-dacape my hea- 
ven was 


Till, 


Faust. Follow me! follow, Margaret ! 

- be not slow : 
eva ay its former heat my love shall 
M this instant come, ’tis all I pray. 

larg. And art thou, art thou, he for 
certain, say ? 

Faust. I am } come with me. 

Marg. Thou shalt burst my chain, 
Sieey Sena Siiegamne pie. 
How i me, thou canst bear my 

-sight? . 
Know’st thou to whom thou bring’st the 
means of flight ? 

Faust. Come, come !—I feel the morn- 

ing breeze’s breath. 

Marg. This hand was guilty of a mo- 

ther’s death ! 
I drown’d my child! And thou canst tell, 
If it was mine, ’twas thine as well. 
I scarce believe, though so it seem— 
Give me thy hand—I do not dream— 
That dear, dear hand. Alas, that spot ! 


A away, the purple clot! 

hast done? Put up thy sword ; 

It was thy Margaret’s voice implored. 
Faust. Oh Margaret! let the hour be 


past ; 
Forget it, or I breathe my last. 
Marg. No; you must live till I shall 
' trace 


On the right breast m shall be ; 
ta wee bee bene he 
"T were bliss with him in death to lié, 


Marg. I may not with you; hope for 
me is none ! 
How can I fly? They glare upon me still 
It is so sad to beg the wide world through, 
ind with an evil conscience too ! 
Itis so sad to roam through stranger lands, 
And they will seize me with their irop 
hands ! 
Faust. I will be with you. 
Marg. Quick! fly! 
Save it, or the child will die { 
Through the wild wood, 
To the pond ! 
It lifts its head ! 
The bubbles rise ! 
It breathes ! 
Oh save it, save it! 
Faust. Reflect, reflect ! 
One step, and thou art free! 
Marg. Had we but pass’d the hillside 
lone— 
My mother there sits on a stone, 
Long she has sat theré cold and dead, 
Yet nodding with her weary head. 
Yet winks not, nor signs, other motion is 
o’er ; 
She slept for so long, that she wakes no 
more. 
Faust. Since words aré¢ vain to rouse thy 
sleeping sensé, 
I venture, and with force I bear thee hence. 
Marg. Unhand me! leave me! I will 
not consent ! 
Too much I yielded once! tog much re- 
nt ! 
Faust. Day ! Margaret, day ! your hour 
will soon be past. 
Marg. True, ’tis the day ; the last— 
the last! 
My bridal day !—’twill soon appear. 
Tell it to none thou hast been here. 
We shall see one another, and soon shall 
see— 
But not at the dance will our meeting be. 
We two shall meet 
In the crowded street : 
The citizens throng—the press is hot, 
They talk t er—I hear them not: 
The bell has toli’d—the wand they break— 
My arms they pinion till they ache! 
They force me down upon the chair ! 
The neck of each spectator there 
Thrills, as though itself would feel 
The headsman’s stroke—thesweepingsteel! 
And all are as dumb, with pain, 
As if they never would s ! 


Faust. Oh, had I never lived ! 
Mephistopheles (appears in the doorway) 























1823.7] 
CEhaceeRaoieghees 
y coursers paw the ground, snort ! 
The sun will rise, and off they bound. 
Marg. Who is it rises fro the ground ! 
*Tis he !—the evil one of hell! 
What would he where the holy dwell ? 
*Tis me he seeks ! 
Faust. To bid thee live. 
Marg. Justice of Heaven! to thee my 
soul I give ! 
Meph. (to Faust.) 
Come ! come ! or tarry else with her to die, 
Marg. Heaven, I am thine! to thy em- 


brace I fly ! 
Hover around, e angel bands ! 
Save me! defy him where he stands. 
* Henry, I shudder ! ’tis for thee. 
Meph. She is condemn’d ! 
- Voices from above. Is pardon’d ! 
Meph. (to Faust.) Hence, and flee ! 
[Vanishes with Faust. 
Marg. (From within.) Henry! Henry ! 


We notice that’ Lord F. Gower has 
rg but a very mutilated version of 

e May-day night arn. This bie 
wrong in eve int of view. It de- 
stroys the cote aitlagibe: and, if his 
Lordship thought, (which he probably 
did, and certainly might well do, ~ 
he could not outstep Shelley in t 
why not adopt the fragment at once? ‘ec? 
We trust this may yet bedone. As it 
is, Lord Francis has produced a work 
- which must at once give him a place, 
and no mean one, among the literary 
men of his time. He must per 
himself for encountering something of 


en 


and. 
wae 
ever rey to inet che frst apper- 
ance of a more of a 


avail. He has a to be tried by 
his literary peers, and from their deci~ 
sion he has no reason to shrink. Mr 


ae himself will not now dream 
of translating the Faust—another hand 
has done almost all that could be done 
even by him; and the English public 
may congratulate themselves upon the 


pommeten of one more work worthy to 
associated with Coleridge’s Wale 


lenstein—worthy of bein placed above 
even the best of Mr Gillies” ’s transla- 
tions trom the German 


worthy of being above them 
for this one plain, simple reason—that 
Goethe is, what Mii arden ape 
and Oehlenshlaeger aspire 


may cadeentates ieedien po 
tainly have not as yet shewn them- 
selves to be. We hope this splendid 
example will not be lost upon Mr 
Gillies. We earnestly hope 
turn seriously to the true masterpieces 
of German genius, and not.meddle 
with the pupils, however meritorious, 
until their great, and we half fear, 
inimitable masters have been exhaust- 
ed. Let him give us the Baiwe or 
MeEssina—or Witiam Tet1r— 
or the Ecmont, and take his place 
where he is entitled to be. 


ts 
‘BE 





RAPP'S MEMOIRS.* 


Most of our readers must have seen 
the print of Gérard’s picture of the bat- 
tle of Austerlitz—indeed it is on many 


a ear me They may remember the 
officer, who, with his hat off, 

od ease broken, is galloping up to 
wre who receives him, sur- 
rounded by his suite. This is no 
other than the author of the autobio- 
phical volume now before us, the 
ok pp himself. He was re- 
rm laps the decisive charge which 

din person, and which decided 

«* My sabre half broken,” 

re “ my wound, the blood with 
et I was covered, "the decisive ad- 
erate trans over the choice of the 


enemies’ troops. 
at the Camas wi 
at afterwards executed 


Rapp was a native of Alsace ; 
early distinguished himself under: ag 
saix, and was . oe notice of by that 
talented nag He soon rose to fa- 
vour un er Napoleon, whose esteem 
at times, and whose and dis- - 

pleasure, at others, arta amili-€ — 


frank, d bl 
Winds ie i pe tind tal , 


into disgrace with Na 

Alsacian was pesidiing 2, yl ray waa 
expression of spleen or Te twea ex- 
postulations. And he thus became 


er 
executed by Gé- 





* Mémoires du Général Rapp, Aidede-camp de-Napoléon érty par -méne 


Paris et Londres, 1823. 











“0 Rapp's Memoirs. [July, 
in the misfor- —‘ Yes,” rejoined- Napoleon, ‘ Madam 
tunes of , Bernadotte, and sub- _Barilli, the singer, is dead.’ ” 
sequently of Josephine. But his gal- He mystified indiscretion, says Rapp, 
lantry at Austerlitz and Essling, with 4+ repulsed neither pleasantry nor 
twenty and odd wounds, out-balanced: frankness. 
his —= of ee 0 me SY After some chapters devoted to the 
N 2 te only - character of Napoleon, and to anec- 
it preserved the dotes concerning him, the Memoirs 
hearts of stout soldiers in the retreat proceed with “ Third War of 
from Moscow. Rapp certainly Austria,” when, all hopes of invadin 
his court at the ‘Tuilleries in 1814, our island being at an end, the Fren 
and in 1815 commanded the army of  sueceeded in s utting up Mack with 
the Rhine for his old master. We the remains of his army in Ulm. Se- 
shall see, whether the curious inter- 


view, in which Napoleon won him 
over, can excuse the desertion. He be- 
came afterwards chamberlain, or some 
such officer about Louis the Eigh- 
teenth’s » and was on duty at 
St Cloud the very day that the news 
of Napoleon’s death arrived in Paris ; 
the veteran, summoned suddenly be- 


fore the King, made his appearance in’ 


tears :-—** Go, Rapp,” 
said the Monarch, “ I honour you for 
te to your old master.” 
These memoirs, seemingly excited 
the ultra calumnies against the Ex- 
, which they commence with 
, are sketched by the bold 
and hurried hand ~ an old soldier. 
He ts Napoleon as mild, ten- 
der, mn searcely ever inexorable in 
matters of life and death. He relates 
many instances of suceessful interfe~ 
rence in such cases, but allows that 


z 


Hi 


ough intole- 
rant of the common-place arguments, 
which his relations ially some- 
times pestered him with. 

“ Fesch was about to remonstrate with 
him one day on the war in Spain. He had 
not two words, when Na; mn, 
drawing towards the window, asked, ‘ Do 
you see that star ?’—It was broad day.— 
No,’ replied the archbishop-—< Wall 

as I alone can ve i ow 
ee and suffer ha camctahke - 
following anecdote, th n0- 
in itself, aay account the 
co! 

about the Emperor's apathy of feel 
oaha which point the author of 
Harold, and the Quarterly Re- 

view, are at issue : 

res Pars die from —— cam- 
paign, he was ring wi emo- 
tion, the death of so ae gallant soldiers, 


ge 


gur’s account of the surrender is ex- 
ceedingly interesting ; the getting pos 
session of the bridge ever the Danube 
at Vienna is one of the best morceaus 
of Rapp’s books, and shews how ef- 
fectually Buonaparte was seconded by 
the dexterity and courage of his ge- 
nerals : 

‘* We were marching on the traces of 
the enemy’s rear-guard. It would have 
been easy for us to have routed it, but we 
knew better. The object was to deceive 
them into an abatement of vigilance: we 
never pushed them, but, on the contrary, 
spread about reports of approaching peace. 
We permitted troops and baggage to es- 
cape; a few men were of little importance 
in comparison with the preservation of the 
bridges. Once broken, we would have had 
the whole campaign to fight over again. 
Austria was assembling fresh forces, Prus- 
sia was throwing off the mask ; and Russia 
presented herself prepared for action with 
all the resources of these two powers. The, 
possession of the bridges was a victory, 
and one only to be obtained by surprise. 
We took our measures in consequence. 
The troops stationed on the route were for- 
bidden to give the least demonstration that 
might create alarm ; no one was permitted 
to enter Vienna. When everything had 
been seen, and éxamined, the Gtand Duke 
took possession of that capital, charging 
Task and Bertrand to called a strong 
reconnoissance on the river. These two 
officers were followed by the Tenth Hus. 
sars. They found at the gates of the Fat- 
bourg a post of Austrian cavalry. There 
had been no fighting for three days ; there 
was a kind of suspension of arms on. both 
sides. Lannes and Bertrand address the 
commandant, enter into conversation with 
him, attach themselves to his steps, nor 
leave him for a moment. Arrived at the 
borders of the river, they determine to fol- 
low him farther: the Austrian grows an- 
gty : they demand to speak with the officer 
commanding the t: on the left side of 
the river. ‘ He suffers to proceed, but 
without any of their hussars; the Tenth 
are obliged to take up a’position. In the 


meantime our troops arrived, conducted by 
the Grand Duke (Murat) and Lannes. 
The bridge was yet untouched, but the 
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trains were laid, the: cannoneers held the 
matches—the least : of endea- 
vouring to had ruined the 


t was necessary to trick them, 


smali detachment to advance and est 
themselves on the b General Bel- 
liard then advanced, with his hands 


behind his back, accompanied by two of- 
ficers of his staff. Lannes joined him with 


first refused to receive them, but he yield- 
ed at last, and conversation was establish- 
ed between them. They repeated to him 
pe reer na ier that the 
negotiations advanced, that the war was 
‘ Why,’ said 
¢ hold cannons pointed against us ? 
Baki an lat enteak of blood, of com-~ 
bats ? Do you wish to attack us, to pro- 
long the evils of war, severer for you than 
for us. Come, no more provocation ; turn 


arms piled wu 
‘* During i a ents, the small bo- 
dy of the vanguard ivanced slowly, mask- 


language to take much interest in the con- 
versation, soon perceived that the troo 
gained ground, and endeavoured to m 
us that this was wrong, that 
he @ not suffer it. Lannes and Bel- 
liard tried to reassure him ; they told him, 
it was but the cold that made the soldiers 
mark step, in order to warm their feet. 
The column, however, still approached, it 
had passed three-fourths of the bridge—the 
officer lost patience, and ordered his troops 
to fire, The ard ran to. arms—the aoe 
were pointed—the position was terrible ; 
i > litde less presence. of mind, the 


é 


bridge was in the air, our soldiers in the 
wayes, and the whole campaign compro- 
mised. to do with 


But the Austrian 
poe Senenee. Marshal 
took hold of him on one side, Ge- 
al Belliard seized him on the other ; 

him, menace, shout, prevented 
heard. In the meantime Prince 
d*‘Aversperg arrives, — ied by Ge. 


a} 


if 


their step, The Marshal advances 
sperg, complains of the commander of the 

inds that he be replaced, and sent 
off from the rear-guard, where he might 
trouble the negotiati Aversperg is de- 
He argues, approves, contradicts, 


i 


Rapp’s Memoirs. 4 


the time, arrive, ex- 
pent aad tha ei 
_ The Memoirs livelily and ra- 
pidly the y of Austerlitz and 
ena, and livelily describe the disgust 
of the French soldier in Poland :-— 
‘* Quatre mots constituaient, pour eux, 


tout Vidiome Polonais: Kicba? Niema 
voTa? saRa:~—Bread? There's none. 


The dislike and horror of the French 
at passing the Vistula, amounted, in- 
deed, almost to a presentiment, a pro- 
van feeling of their sufferings in 

ussia. Meantime, peace was con- 
cluded at Tilsit. Napoleon went to 
Spain, but was soon com to re- 
turn by the wavering faith of the 
North. But the fame of Wellington’s 
victories soon followed him—the In- 
vincibles retreated—were mowed down 
by our forces—and English 
wrought as much against N; in 
the North, as their arms in the South. 

the disasters of bw. som 
gave Napoleon fresh doubts on the ct 
of Prussia. He charged me to redouble 
my vigilance. ‘ Spare nothing to-the Prus. 
sians,” he wrote me, ‘ they must not raise 
their heads more.’ ‘ 


“ Ther 


pleasan they 
foretold a more disastrous future. + The 
Germans are not Spaniards,’ he; 
* the phlegmatic character of the German 
has nothing in common with that of: 
ferocious Catalonians.’”’ 

of 


know the consequen 
ved four wounds in the battle of the 
Moskwa, and lay sick when the flames 
of Moscow began ; five or six times he 
dislodged to escape the flames. He 
gives a lively picture of the scene.— 
noise, the. , the conf - 
tion, the sane even affrighted, and. the 
litters of the wounded meet= 
ing here and there, as they: were 
pis ge dort rctie Bg. ry) 
Rapp, however, survived, and in. 
retreat was dispatched by Napoleon to 
take the command of Dan Here 
he supported a long siege, but. at. 


length surrendered, and was 


prisoner into Russia. He returned to 
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the Tuilleries in 1814, and found, as 
he says, that the enemy had invaded 
pi He meets many of his 
in favour, who regard the 
veteran de haut en bas. Of one of these 
pentry, he gives an ahecdote, curious~ 
y descriptive of French life: 
* J’en rencontrais un troisi 


ue ma 
a 
is 4 Joséphine, il avait fait preuve 


by 
i 
- 

25. 
i 
Z 
‘i 


U 
27 
il 
| 
EF 


2 
| 
ee 
H 


uand la circonstance I’ exigeai 
sa poche, le présentait, ic re- 
vidait, T’essuyait, et le serrait 
"etait avoir l’instinct de la do- 
” 


A 


eager for > decoration, and com- 
soon gave of their 
Napoleon _ they were 


you ? 

Rapp. From Ecouen, where I have left 
ep hegre se: seheraeds creed 
war. 

Nap. Do you really intend fighting 
against me ? 
wt Yes, sire. 

_- The devil! Dare you draw upon 
mer 

Rapp. Without doubt—My duty—— 

‘ °Tis too much. But your soldiers 
oo my a poe you. I tell you 
the peasants of your native Alsace would 
> 
pe PP. Allow, site, that the position is 
us to serve the 3 you return— 

the force even of old remembrarices 
cannot even deceive us-—— 
- Nap..How? What would you say? 
iThink you I return without alliance, with- 
out agreement ? And, besides, my system 
is e more of wars or conquests 
—I wish to reign in peace, and bring hap- 
piness to my subjects. 


R ’5- Memoirs. : 





Cialy, 
Rapp. You say so; but your anti-cham- 


bets are full of those complaisants, who 
have always flattered your inclination for 
arms. 

Nap. Bah! Bah! experience will—— 
but: went you.often to’ the Tuilleries ? 

Rapp. Sometimes, sire. 

Nap. How did those folks treat-you?  : 

Rapp. I could not complain. 

Nap. Did the king receive you well on 
your return from Russia ? 

Rapp. Certainly, sire. 

Nap. Doubtless. First cajoled, then 
sent adrift. °’T'was what awaited you all; 
for, in fine, you were not their men. 

Rapp. The King at least cleared France 
of the Allies. 

Nap. At what price ? And his 
ments, has he kept them ? Why did he 
not hang Ferrand for his speech on na~ 
tional properties ? It is that—it is the in« 
solence of the priests and nobles that has 
made me leave Elba. I could have arrived 
with three millions of peasantry, who ran 
to offer me their services. But I was sure 
of not finding resistance before Paris. The 
Bourbons are lucky that I have returned; 
without me affairs had finished by a terri- 
ble revolution. Have you seen the pam- 
phlet of Chateaubriand, which does not even 

t me courage on the field of battle ? 
| oe you ever seen me amidst the fire? 
Am I a coward ? 

Rapp. I have en of the same in- 
dignation with all honourable men, at‘an 
accusation as unjust as itis base. 

Nap. Saw you ever the Duke of Or- 
leans ? 

Rapp. But once. 

Nap. It is he that has tact and conducts 
The others are ill-surrounded, ill-coun- 
selled. They hate me. They are about to 
be more furious than ever. They have 
wherewith, 1 am arrived without striking 
a blow... It is now they'll cry out 7 wy 
ambition ; it is the eternal reproach ; they 
know nothing else to say. 

Rapp. They are not alone in charging 
you with ambition. 

Nap. How ? Am ambitious, 1? Ests 
on gros comme moi quand on a de Vambi- 
tion? Are men fat, like me, when they 
are ambitious? (and he struck his two 
hands with violence upon his belly.”) 


Beyond this argumentum ad sto- 
machum, we cannot quote another line, 
It is too good, and so staggered poor 
Rapp, that he took the command of 
the army of the Rhine from Napoleon, 
and scarce had joined it, when the 
news of Waterloo and its consequences 
shattered his new hopes, and set his 
army in mutiny against him. 

10 
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No. IV. 
TENTH AND LAST TALE OF THE THTRD SUPPER, 


Hoax of Hoazes, practised by Lorenzo de Medici upon Master Manente 

a gt pe Rea the many rare and diverti ona which proceed= 
ed fr "g 
rom it. ‘ 








Tux following Tale possesses, on many accounts, ve 
as exhibiting a picture, or rather a series of pictures, 0 
customs, not exceeded in liveliness and fidelity by those mina are re preseate 
to.us in that invaluable repository of Oriental poresincnee 2) the Arabian Nights 
Entertainments, to which it will also strike the reader as ening no little af- 
finity in ee resemblance between its hero, Lorenzo de Medi Say mes 
called the Magnificent,) and the Caliph Haroun Alraschid, a name so familiar- 
ly interwoven with all our recollections of childhood, Secale bg Mga sng 
pe in that delightful store-house of fiction. wvortily 

of notice on account of the new light which it casts on aro te hated of th 








Pi whom his illustrious English biographer ramos omitted to’ 
us in this view of his features. mean a oleae bare Sa 
tion, when it us to consider to what an er 
Ps of a popular and democratic government, the sgek ray 
. pape were held as lawful subjects for 7” jest and diversion of the 
hen so popular a chief as Lorenzo made scrapie 6 pony eng, Bs fey 
pee iek which cot hi hia ibrty and hi honour ; 
and reason to the utmost peril, for no ie ore at a that he was 
apt to make too free use of his bottle, especially when peace Periy 


80 at a friend’s expense. The treatment sustained by the worth 
La Mancha, at the hands of the unfeeling grandees of , to whont 
the misfortune of , bears some 


least) le: the present TAZ I will not poate B's prefatory 
mt at) Hist Ht scene eee ee rae 


fiction, or pe, wool than as a narrative (perha’ 
, the account of which was A pie pay Se yegn 


author com: it, that is, not more t ty of the deat ofthe 
most dis ished mage whose name is men 
The distinction of ‘* Lorenzo il Vecchio,” or, The which the hero 
of the jest is identified, led me once to imagine that another payee AS dro 
ther Cosmo, | surnamed Parens Patrie,) was here intended ; a 
“Tl co” assigned to him, would not alone have disproved eoiphnd 
tion, but have only confirmed the truth of an undeniable 
Sismondi, and somewhat petulantly called in question by Roscoe, that the 
tion eat wean eee Ee an honorary mark of distinction, conferred in. 
tely on persons illustrious by birth or office. However. the mention 
the.“ Selve d’Amore,” (an undoubted work of the Renin ge oar vtietl we usu= 
distinguish by the name of the Magnificent,) seems oh vig that ‘no 
than he was the person here meant to be referred to ; Beh A i de 
“Secale. suaties % Bim, must therefore be taken in ion t& 
eee (commonly called Lorenzino,) the amascin of the first Duke : 


INTRODUCTION. 


already: L bumbly. opine that you will think ne lets worthy of sdthie 
. Sorceress te executed, than any whic 
OL 














EEE * 


Lorenzo the Elder, 
assuming that the world ever wi 


cil 


for , to your hearts’ content. 


, the elder de’ Medici (as it 
-you to know,) was (if ever 
was in this world) a man, not 
only endowed with all manner of vir- 
tue and excellence, but a lover and re- 

of virtue in others, and that in 


degree imaginable. In his 
ic then te t at Florence a certain 
oe ogee name Master Manente 
, who practised both physic 

and surgery, but was more of a prac- 
er than a man of science ; one, 

n truth, of much humour and plea- 
antr at so impertinent and assu- 
ming, that there was no bearing him. 
his other qualifications, he 


oa) 


1 








ISiiK' 


that he could not endure his sigh 


leliberated within himself in 


ce 


a little sleeper, making it his constant 
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already recounted to you. It is one which was 
@ certain ph 


[July, 
’ practised by the Magni- 
cian, one of the most arrogant 
In the which so many strange 
ts intervened, and such various chances were given birth to, that, if you 
er in your lives were moved to surprise or laughter, you will now find mat- 


caused two of his most faithful grooms 
to be sent for to his chamber, and gave 
them instructions how they were ‘to 
proceed ; who, accordingly, well hood- 
ed and disguised, sallied forth from 
the palace, and went (by Lorenzo's 
commission) to the place of St.Mar- 
tin, where they found the sleeper still 
snoring most musically, whom 
first placed on his legs, then m 
him, and, laying him like a wallet 
across their sh took him away. 
bi them. ver ash 
e poor physician, finding himself 

thus treated, full surely imagined that 
he was in the —_ of some oe 
Own companions, and so quie - 
fered hiteeclf to be petal | rT eck 
door of the palace of the Medici, into 
the presence of the Magnifico, who. 
was alone, waiting with incredible im- 
patience the return of his messengers, 
and who now directed them to carry 
their load into a remote upper apart- 
ment, where, having deposited him on 
a feather-bed, they stripped him to 
his shirt, (he ing no more of the 
matter than if he had been a dead 
man,) and, taking away with them 
all his habiliments, left him securely 
locked up in his new lodgings. 

Lorenzo’s next concern was to send 
for the buffoon Monaco—a personage 
remarkably well skilled in counterféit- 
ing voices—whom, having first made 
him exchange his own clothes for those 
of the physician, and given him’ the 


sang & directions, he dispatched, 
just as the bells were ringing for ma- 
tins, to Master Manente’s house in 
the street de’ Fossi. It was in tle 
month of September, and the physi- 
cian’s family (consisting of a wife, an 
infant son, and a servant-maid,) were 
residing at his country-house in the 
M ello, while he himself remained 
at Florence, but was never to be found 
at home except at night when he re- 
turned to sleep, making it his constant 
practice to dine either at a tavern; 
with his boon companions, or else at 
his friends’ houses ; insomuch, that 
Monaco, having found the house key 
in the owner’s pocket, easily let him- 
selfin, and, in greatglee at the thought 























UY ne 
Ltt 
it 


“there was at this time great 
the plague.at Florence, where 
some‘s»mptoms had already discover- 
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The 
what he want- 
to him asdoudly as she 
rti the door of his house, 
rer cert 
ingly—at 

exhibiting to a by- 
appearance of a 

to totter along t 

exhaustion, with his mouth and throat 
and so pitiable 

that all who him 

dis- 
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to believe that he was in 
dreaded 


e edie ~Je if . af : 


doubt, a lost case.. Just at this mo- 
ment- Lorenzo rode by the spot on 
horsebaek, (as if by accident, ) attend- 
ed by a numerous troop of gentlemen, 
and, observing the ‘crowd collected 
round ‘the door, asked what it meant. 
The goldsmith replied, ‘that he was 

his brother-in-law, Master Ma- 
nente, was attacked by the plague, and 
related:all he had heard on the subject. 


Upon this, the. Magnifico gave imme- 


person 
hrough p. 


‘ of ef 


dere that the stestidantt should ye su 
plied, through the window, with food 
and all other necessaries, and mean 


were sent him, 'to which the — 
pcs or two of the choicest 


become intoxicated, 


_ him back to his ‘own house, as had not 


unfrequently before happened to him. 
He cherefote got omt of bed wiles tals . 


impression, and. his “ite 
mage re pn | 
window, where finding none, he was 
in utter amazement ; and; after some 
vain efforts to enlighten himself, not 
having been able to ascertain the place 
ither door or: window in the apart= 
ment, he finished by returning to-bed 


. 


again, where wae in stupid wonder, 
and, although’ famished, afraid'to 
5 what mischief 

Fie hae: a | 


call out, not knowing 
might'follow. * i 2 5. . 

herent “Pntrritcnrnms my 
ing with the: tof: 

ene, ordered thle ewrsgrotitnn, whe tal 
before been en by ‘him in ‘this 
service, to 


sod gyiandheg @legal ale on : 
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come'what will, if I am doomed to die, 
I shall at least have the satisfaction of 
dying with my belly full.” So saying, 
he fell to with marvellous appetite, 
and, having consumed the best part 
of the prevision which was laid before 
him, and carefully wrapped up in‘the 
napkin, and stowed away, the remain~ 
der, to serve-for'a future em 

finding nothing better to be done, and 
flattering himself, (in the beatitudeof 
a well-filled stomach) with the belief, 


companions, who would soon return:to 
release him, he went into bed ‘ 
where he lay for some time, | 
_ the grinning masks which 
putes hiscdonh een 
y yom before, 
, the atten- 
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poultices ; and that he enter- 
ed hopes of his recovery. So 
the day without further inquiry, 
, towards evening, the —- 
oe ars ay ome ao 
ex opportunity had presented it- 
self for carrying on the jest, by the ac- 
cidental death of a certain young gale 
lant, named Franciosino, who 
en from his horse and broken his neck, 
in the square of St Maria Novella, and 
had been laid out for interment, and 
buried that same evening, by the friars 
of the monastery, in one of the vaults 
without-side the principal entrance to 
theirchurch. As soon as this occurrence 
was made known tothem, together with 
what was anaes leasure 2 ad 
prosecution venture, 
gan to give effect to it by the hespital 
servant, in the first place, going again 
to the window, and declaring, in delo- 
reus accents, that the disease had ta- 
ken a new turn, and the plague-boil 
so much increased, that poor Manente 
was almost choked by it, and yery 
unable either to eat or speak. Upon 
this, the goldsmith, Niccolajo, became 
anxious that he should have some~ 
y sent to him, to make his. last 
peel pry wee but he was an- 
sw ing was impossible 
for that night, but he might return 
the next morning,’ when “Measures 
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it carefully in a new linen shroud, 


its throat with bandages, which 
they had previousl Gemeie lague- 
Gintanaeh’ holabodced “ face with 
thumps and blows, so as to make it 
look swollen and livid, and laid it out 
on a table in the basement story, with 
8 bennet on its head, which was well 


irene iewen: ate See wut te 
the by , than the 
attendant.onee more the case 
ment, — —_ tiation of Pia 
proclaimed to neighbours an 
how Master Manente ad, just agu 
tura ~break, departed from 
this present life so that, in an hour’s 
time, the news had spread hout 


Seeing that 
there was now no remedy, the next 
step was to take instant measures for 
his interment ; and, for this purpose, 
the goldsmith first the requisite 
information to the of health, 

whom the funeral was directed to 


‘place with every proper precau- 
tion." Those.to. whom the of 


aaa the. corpse was committed, 
could not help eager great al- 
teration of feature. This, however, 


which was well known to everybody 


Eine funerel biog ver, the goldsmith, 


- Niecolaje, took himself the far- 
ther duty of year ting his. sister 
with the me vevent, which he 
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imprisonment. At last, one 
four hours before day-break, 
name obmoquloni@valsin dcaiedl afte. 
fore, opened the door of his: 

by command of the M a 


resp ee 
an under-garment ol nga 
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Ton with a Oar ot 
iol the ee atria at 
on his head. 
mufled him in x day otha he 
not ore ee hie 
‘chamber, and conducted bis ints the 
me ree he had See a 
, as 
e. There lifted him from the 
ground, Meio motile, aut forward 
wn and set 
on their joumey By the gate of La 


Croce, the same two 
the way on horseback, i 
nary habits. Master 
soon as he felt the 
riage, was seized 
and consternation. 

country , and 
which they heard, as 
upon them, convinced 
nota dream. He beth 
however, of all 

most favourable in 


and allowed himself nu commen 
Meanwhile, Soe 
in 
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course of the day to nts, 
and at last, een m arrived 
Sho wwe pally end inaeias. 
they were 

ed the Father Guardien, and 
ducted by him, through his own cell. 
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especially as brought with them 
the welcome addition of a good supper 
to ‘stay the of his stomach, 

to like a cormo- 


t history. The two 
having delivered themselves of their 
chang®s left: him, (with directions to 
y brothers of the monastery to 
serve him-in the same manner as they 
themselves had been accustomed to 
— een gratify mem 
a report: i roceedings. t 
so that, shortly afterwards, 
the had occasion to leave 
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hari ieee! 

in oni of the Magui- 
fico when he projected this memorable 
mystification. e supposed widow, 


after mourning for six months with 
exemplary patience, ‘was, at 


end of that » persuaded to 
bestow her end sagen with the 
roar she had derived from her 
husband, upon a friend of her 
brother, by name Michel Angelo, who 
was also a goldsmith, with whom she 
tiow resided at Florence, in Master 
Manente’s house, in all joy and festi- 
Vity, and was to be already 
in a fair way of increasing the family 
establishment. : 
“Things were in this state, when Lo- 
renzo, on his return to Florence, meet- 
ing accidentally a monk of Cainaldo- 
li, who had journeyed thither’ after 
certain purposes relating to his con- 


long- ent, was suddenly reminded by the 


bs ow him of Master Manente,; 
w he had so long forgotten, and 
commissioned him accordingly to carry 
back with him a letter which he wrote 
to the Guardian, containing instruc- 
tions how he was to proceed to act 
with his prisoner. Meanwhile; that 
unfortunate gentleman had generally 
prevailed upon his keepers to relax the 
extreme severity of the rules first 
adopted with respect to him. He was 
allowed the light of a lamp, which 
added to the gratification afforded him 
by the meals which were provided for 
him, the pleasure of seeing the good 
cheer which he tasted ; and, th 
neither Guardian nor monks w 
venture so far to transgress their 
orders as to hold any converse with 
him, they itted him to testify his 
i ~ the a b amapern 
im, i several o airs 
which Bag be celebrated for 
his skill in chanting among: his old | 
boon companions ; besides which, he 
would sometimes, exercise his talent 
of an im} bs tore, om ine others, 
ear voice an pro- 
nunciation, would recite no ame the 
stanzas of Lorenzo's lately published 
poems, entitled Selve d Amore, all 
which ~ his hearers listened to with 
marvellous delight and satisfaction: 


+90 


By this time he had néarly abany 
dotied‘the hope:of, ever’ again bebe 
ing ‘the light of the sun ; when >the 
monk whom Losenzo had met in 
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in“the, streets of Florériee returned, whither. By degrées, however; 
the letter that was intrusted to him; far encouraged: him; thathe set. for-. 
po menage of which, that Holy Fa- ward on hisroute by alittle straggling” 

‘took upon him forthwith to carry path which he discovered : the, 
intoexecution the instructions contain- tres, though whollyignorant wheres 
ed in it. ‘A ingly, ‘before day- might chance. to him. He had 
break the next mornitig after, the two not more. than a quarter of. 

» habited as before, enter- a before he reached a wider and 


B 


the doctor's chamber, and having more trodden road, on the summit 
made him get out of bed, caused him, an eminence, where he soon after 
by'signs, to clothe himself in a sailor’s a muleteer, of whom he i 
dregs, which they brought with them where he was, and was ans 
for’ the , after which they La Vernia, to which his ‘inforn 
hand-cuffed and muffled him, and in added, “ But, what. the devil! :are 
rie led him outside Fes gates ts a = see San Fran~ 
‘the «monastery. Master Manente cesco before you?” which, look-. 
i i he beheld. indeed | tlie: 
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now’ surely thought that the end of ing epee 

his life was at i, and that he ch pmpsn cen, were A 

hangs tar “Nimaclf beyond poet onary oy ay Speragi ks 
t two ; ; 

shdaieuit, naterlidlods. Seten the déoudl he was bows 

of some ig worse that might befal It is i to describe the de«. 

him, himself to be led without, light of Manente. on finding 

resistance, wherever pleased to himself once more:at a spot already 

carry 
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ing for a doctor from Bibbiena to come. 
back, taking and set it.. Manente, being informed; 
it im- of the circumstance, assured him there, 
: was no need, as he was himself aphy~, 
; tracing back pave they sician, and would undertake his cure, 
ing till they. in twenty-four hours; and asy.not-" 
in. with standing his seaman’ tire, there 

the meanwhile, had noticed their ab-. was that in hi 
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sence. inspired credit, the traveller was.easi« 

Master Manente, thus tied to the ly prevailed upon: to. accept: his offer.: 
Sn ee Meck sawemraeaien samme 
ex ear; but, having lis-. was com vi 
tened for a shila dind healer ae tor havi Secsieerkitiwo dunete,ton lias 
per nina d creature near him, fee, and having also liberally. 
pes cr to draw his together, himself at the: of his 

‘easily er He proceeded, in high spirits,,on the road; 
now looked pray ‘branches. to Mugello, where (as we have.said) 
of the tree saw stars shining, washiscountry-house, whieh he reach-; 
by which he found that he was in the ed about sun-set. 
Ses oe -His joy at Here, finding the gate shut, the 

discovery, was some-. first idid on. his arrival, was 
what ited by the new species of to call loudly, by name, on the bailiff, 
alarm which the detpattdalod Broun: the who had the charge of the place when. 
nature of his situation—alone, in an the family were absent, and was an- 
Ae es amen aan oe oT aceon 
forest ; nor was means with-. person he called. since. 
; ir i a | Off, answer, ap- 

Seipatth them shed; WeLerd knew pentel uot ¢ lity sirange-in him, 00 
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he could not well digest the notion of 
his wife having taken upon her to dis- 


. He pretended 
‘man who now addressed him, 
was an intimate friend of the 
mhaster of the house, and intimated 
that he should be glad of a night's 


abs wen not ell niiated what tnd 
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a miraculous Providence, he at 


' bailiff to receive him, 


_ pense and half stupified. 


f return 


. that his master was Master 





[Jaly, 
reached his own home in safes. 

was there denied admittance ;: 
rosie, Ghenahars, that she would: 


with send’ an order to the new) 


change of linen, his cloa 7 aan 
9 » boots; ; 
other necessaries, after which he would: 
himself come to Florence the next day,’ 
and there, in the arms of his dear Bri+ 
gida, recount to her all the particulars. 
of the wonderful events that had be 
fallen him. fi 
Michel Angelo, the goldsmith, ha» 
ving (as has been said) made up his 


' mind to its being an imposture, now 


wrote in the name of the lady, and re- 
turned by the same messenger, a letter: 
fall of wrath, commanding the pres 
tender to in God’s name, or he 
would otherwise send the officers tolay 
hold of him ; and this being dispatch-: 
ef; -he returned to his shop, leaving: 
Monna Brigida at home full of sus 


Master Manente had passed the day . 
in strolling to the house of a friend of - 
his who kept poultry, about three miles 
off; to whom he passed himself for # 
traveller just arrived from Albano, and 
cil) he ponhcacd's pat of fate: 
to h a pair of fat ca« 

—- — back with him 

supper, expecting, on 

of tad mean, to be recog- 
nized as master, and admitted into his 


own mansion. He was not greatly de~ 


lighted, therefore, at finding a vety 
different oe nor at the delivery 
of a note without seal or subscription 
—the contents of which were still more 
ispleasing to him than the mode of 
ess or delivery. His host of the 


d préceding night gave him moreover to 


d, (in no very courteous lans 
guage,) that he must look out else« 
where for a lodging ; a demand which 
the doctor riot stay to hear 
repeated, but told him he would de« 
part immediately. His mind now be~ 
gan to misgive him, that he had, im 
good truth, made an exchange of his 
identity, and was no long~ 
er Master Manente; insomuch that, 


- in a voice at once the most humble 
\ anddisconsolate, he entreated thecoun~ 


tyman to tell him who was his mas« 
ter ; whereto the countryman replied, 
Angelo, the goldsmith, whose wifé 
lo, , whose wife 
was Monna Brigida. He then i 


by red again whether this Monna 


da had ever befdre been married ; to 
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ex, Yes; and her former hus- 
band, (as he had heard say,) was Mas- 
ter Manente, a physician, who died one 
day of the plague, and had left an only 
son, called Sandrino, (or little Alex- 
ander.) “ Alas! alas!” exclaimed the 
physician, ‘‘ what..is this you. tell 
me!” - And then asked many other 
questions, to all which the man an- 
swered that he was not able to inform 
him, being himself from the Casenti- 
no, and an entire stranger to the neigh- 
bourhood of Mugello. - 


mediately recognize him on 


ved late in the “es at a public- 
about a mile from the city, 
where he rested for the night, eating 
—_ poached eggs for his supper ; 

the next morning early, having 
discharged his reckoning, proceeded to 
Florence, and walked half-way through 
the city without being recognized by a 
singleindividual, although he met seve- 
ral of his old friends and acquaintances, 
so entirely was he metamorphosed by 
bis seaman’s habit. At last, turning the 
corner of the street de’ Fossi; he saw 
his wife, leading his little boy by the 
hand, enter the house, as they were 
returning from mass; and, being well 
* assured that she also had seen him, 
but without shewing the least sign of 
knowledge, his heart misgave him ; 
and, instead of going directly home, 
as was his first intentiop, he went to 
Santa Croce, to find one Master Sebas-. 
tiano, his confessor, thinking that he 
would be a good negotiator ; but, upon 


inquiry, was told that he had gone to. 
Raleoan’ upon which he was quite in. 


despair, and could not tell what step 
was next to be taken. 

Thus, having made the circuit of 
the.city, through the Piazza, and both 
the old: and. new ‘market. places, and 
having met, among divers others of his 
old acquaintance, his most intimate 


fiends, Biondo the broker,Feothemu- ph 

sigian, Leonardo the saddler, and Mas- 

tet:Zenobio the barber, without any 

of them appearing to have the least 

recollection of him, he became at last 
Vor. XIV. 


returning among them. He arri- i 
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who, after he had sat there some 
observed to him ‘that he thought he: 
had seen his face before, but could -not 
remember where, or. on what occasion ; 
to which the mortified. doctor . 
that it was. very likely, as he ’ 
formerly resided for some time in Flo~: 
rence, whieh he had left to go to sea, 
and, being now returned, intended to’ 
take up his abode-here again; where-’ 


with the said Amadore tobe 
perfectly satisfied, and bo ype 
ther questions, » ie 
- He now, having dined, resolved’ at’ 
all hazards to make himself known to’ 


the door,:the lady herself came to ask; 
who was there—To.whom the poor. 
physician answered, “ It is I—open: 
the door to me, my dear Brigida.”— 
“« And who are you?” rejoined the 
lady.. To which Master Manente re- 


lied in a whisper, so. 
heard by all the neighbourhood,—; 
ither, and I will tell you.”—~ 


occasioned, declined obeying his sum- 

mons, and said only, *‘ Whosoever you ° 
are, tell it me directly, and what you: 
pr neat Don’t you see?” answ 
the physician—* Is it not I—your Ma~ 
nente-your true and lawful husband » 


not ?” said the lady, 
is dead and buried.” 
da ?—dead !” rejoi 
“© No—I never died, nor was buried !” 
And then he added,, ‘* Open the door 
bP agg love’s sake, open. Why,’ 
on’t you know me again, my own 
dear love? Am I then so metamor- 
osed ? Nay, open, open, and I will 
i convince you that I am 


impudent fellow that i me a letter 


y; “and are you then the. 








Brigida—“ Have a care, day ter,— 
for this may yo be anor anente’s 
spirit, seeing verily, he much re- 
figure. Speak 


sembles him in voice an 

toit, then, and ask it in civil . 

whether or no it wants aught with 

thee?” Upon which Brigida, who 
inclined to believe the truth 


Hast thou any undischarged 

accomplish ? Say what thou wouldst 
have, oh gentle spirit! and then de- 
in peace, and in God’s name.” 
Master Manente, having this invoca- 
tion, was half inclined to laugh out in 
spite of his vexation ; but he simply 
, by assuring her, that he was 
iving, and that she had only to 
to be convinced it was 
o. She, yee eg on, cross- 
herself, and asking if the poor 
po quired the mass of St Gregory 
to be said for it ; and then, also, Mon- 
ne yin like rege peng 

in. wi » saying, “ Spirit of grace 
tan. be that thou Baby, w purgatory, 
ren Sem Be et ip gee we 

a 


ju 


rel 


cross ever seen, and repeating at ev 
moment her “ Requiescat in pace,” 
the people who stood round about be- 
gan by to do the same, and 
withdraw ves to a more awful 
distance ; seeing which, and that there 
Was no of his making any far- 
impression on Monna Brigida, 
yrted as she was by her old gossip- 
ing neighbour, the poor disconsolate 
doctor once more quitted the field, and 
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Eduly, 
retreated in the direction of St Maria 
Novella, while the crowd made way 


here, for him on every side, crossing them- 


selves with all their might, and run- 
ning and tumbling over each other in 
their fright, no less than if they had 
Fig beheld one risen from the 
For that night he again took up his 
old quarters at the Bertucce, intending 
the next morning to have recourse to 
the spiritual court for assistance. But, 
desirous to make one more trial, he 
proposed to his host to invite Burchi~- 
ello,* and Biondo the broker, (than 
whom he had not two more intimate 
friends in the world) to sup with him; 
which mine host gladly undertook, 
and the invitation being as gladly ac- 
cepted, they all three met at the Ber- 
tucce at the hour appointed. 

At their first meeting, Burchiello 
exhibited some signs of recognition, 
pntontety on hearing the sound of 

is voice; and Master Manente, on 
his feet, paid him the most marked 
attention, saying that he had been in- 
duced, by his reputation, thus to seek 
the honour of his acquaintance ; for 
all which, Burchiello thanked him 
with due formality. They then sat 
down to table; and while they were 
waiting for supper, Master Manente 
entertained them with a long fabulous 
narrative of his life, and the cause 
which had brought him hither. Bur- 
chiello had. by this time whispered 
Biondo that he never saw so great a 
likeness as of this man to their old 
friend Manente ; and that, if he had 
net been sure he was dead, he should 
say, ‘that without doubt, it was he 
himself—to which Biondo fully as- 
sented. 

Meanwhile mine host, having putall 
things in order, the sallads made their 
appearance, accompanied by bread and 
two flasks of s' ihing oles. ; upon the 
sight of which they eft off their dis- 
course, and set to with excellent ap- 

tites, mine host and Burchiello ta- 

me Se inside of the table, and Mas- 
ter Manente and Biondo the opposite 
seats. Thus, while they ate and , ane 
Burchiello kept his eyes constantly 





* Domenico Burchiello was a burlesque poet, so celebrated in his day as to have given 
name to yo eigen species of composition, called after him.the Burchiellesca. (See Gin- 
é.). This Burchiello, (the poet,) died, however, in 1448, when Lorenzo was a ebild. 

ther (therefore) he is not the same with the Burchiello of this story, or we have detect. 


ed 


sin an anachronism. __.- 
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fixed on the doctor, pie first thing 
he ‘remarked, was his 

cups of wine, one ‘immediately pond 
the other upon his sallad, which was 
also Master Manente’s constant cus- 
‘tom. - a silent, rare 
though nwa marveling ; ; on 
the ti of the vv — consist 
ing ns s, he again 
remark that the first thing done by 
stranger was to te the heads 

from nthe be bodies of birds, and eat 
a part of which Master 

Mannie was likewise particularly fond. 
this, he was'just’on the point 

te we oem himself, but restrained 
his intentions for the sake of still far- 
ther assurance. Lastly, when the fruit 
was placed on the table, piracy of 


sementine, erapes, ( 
weg 0 a juoli, sul ha 
“became isfted. Re the phy 
sician, after en both the for. 
‘mer, ended his a. without touch- 
et ravi, » notwithstandi 
the rest of ey company bestow 
sae the highest praises ; Bur- 
very well knowing that Master 
Manente had such aii antipathy to this 
species of eatable, that he would as soon 
haveeaten both hisown hands as toucli- 
‘edthem. Upon receiving this last proof 
of identity, he seized him (laughingly) 
png left hand, ‘and lifting up his 
e, discovered near the wrist the 
mark of a rasher of bacon, which Mas- 
ter Manente had brought with him 
‘from his mother’s womb ; whereupon 
‘he exclaimed, with a ” loud voice, 
‘Thou art Master Manente, and canst 
‘conceal it no longer ;” and, throwing 
‘both ‘his arms round his neck, em- 
‘braced and kissed him. 
' Biondo and mine host, seeing what 
» were lost in amazement, and 
‘retreated backwards a little, that they 
t the more securely mark what 


ed: Which was, dint Manente * 


replied to Burchiello’s salutation 
saying, “ You only, Burchiello, of : 
pea 


a 
me for what I am, and 

thet Iam indeed that very Master Ma- 
nente, who never died, as was false 
‘reported, and is so foolishly credited 
by my wife, and by all Florence.” At 
this, Amadore and Biondo waxed pale 
‘as ashes—the one crossed himself, the 
other followed his example, and ‘both 
the same terror as if they had really 
seen the ghost of one departed ; 
‘Burchiello took upon him to re-assure 


ds and relations, have ac- ~ 


but had ean for it but to 
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them, p “ My good friends, don't 
him ; spirits are not made of flesh and 
bone, as this man is—besides which, 
have you not seen him eat and drink 
in eg sore To which Manente 
added, ving man, pray, don’t 
doubt it ; prying afraid ae 
brethren! In sooth, I never 
have known what death is. Only 
ten, and T Wil tedtte 10 jem vas Ot 
+ sock th whieh, and 

neath the sun.” By whi 
other such like hspigthien he, with 
Burchiello’s assistance, at length so far 
succeeded; that, ‘by little and little, 
incrlalie the better of their terror and 


_Supper be ‘cleared away, andthe 
to prevent intrusion, the 
Svar tilends teecaaee that sande 26's 
table, and Master Manente recounted 
to them in full the history of His 
strange disasters. He had no sooner 
concluded, than’‘Burchiello (who' was 
the cleverest fellow existing) said di- 
rectly, ‘‘ This is all a trick of Lorena 


the Magnifico.” The others stouth 
op this conclusion, that 
the whole was most und the 


effect of enchantment. Nevertheless, 
Burchiello, persisting in his first im- 

ion, continued, “Tt is not every 

y who knows as well as I do 
fruitfulness of ‘that man’s invention, 
nor how impossible it is to make ‘him 
forego any enterprize which ‘he ‘has 
once taketl in hand. It is the very dé- 
vil to have to do with one who, like 
him, knows and has power 
oe Sead to back all his de- 
re aid, &. jae eee hte he 
e said, . it 

might cu aneeete 


suc Er pas you have od 60 us 


‘Depend 


pines are Fatwaye pecs and woe 
be to fitin wis ts eake betes 
upon their familiarity to take 
with them.” 
Manenite; ttithis ‘tute? tot witlleWle 
friends relate to him the history of thie 
sie , and of the men’ who 


in his with the'tu- 
5 houié is aa rh a 


sorely perlexed him ; nor was 
lo himself able to find the clue to this 


t of the ‘contrivance. At in, ‘i 
owever, they all came to one 
sion, which’ was, that Master Manent 






the Bishop’s Court 


proceedings in 









EE Bee me ee 


‘firmed by her sanctified nei 





, , ry of his rights and - 
ty. Aid with hi resolution y se- 
'p Doctor going along 
een Burchielo, the other. two 
not being yet altogether satisfied as to 
chesesbitg of what they had witnessed. 
, In the meantime, Michel Angelo 
_the goldsmith, on his return home, 
been informed by Monna Brigida of 
_all that had happened, which was aoa 
ur, 
-who added, moreover, that she was 
_ certain it was Master Manente’s spirit, 
which wanted to be redeemed out of 


g* 


gatory, you foolish woman !” exclaim- 
“ed the angry goldsmith. “Can't you 
perceive that it was that same impos- 
tor, that vagabond sailor, who sent 
~ the letter yesterday morning?” 

therewithal he grew very pensive, 
_being ill able to account for so strange 
,@M Occurrence, and yet willing to give 
credit to any interpretation of it rather 
_ than the true one, or than to believe 
_ that Master Manente, whom he had 
ra dead and buried, was returned to 


again 
-. The next morning early, having 
Tate 10 the fashion of the det, 
to the ion e day, 
Sek yuk in some clothes of his 
. friend Burchiello’s which exactly fit- 
‘ted him, Master Manente sallied forth 
again into the streets of Florence ; and 
in wag a vovh resmbios his ye or- 
_dinary habits, he was seen and recog- 
nized by many ; Biondo and Amadore 
in the meantime circulated the 
t of his being alive, and returned 
] nce in quest of his wife and 
his chattels. Among the rest, he was 
seen both by Niccolajo and Michel An- 
ib, who, notwithstanding the evi- 
of their senses, still continued 
to intrench themselves in the persua- 
‘sion, that Master Manente being dead 
Bpbebe he pusabaper ns — ling 
2 he, however strongly resembli 
ie. So, havin heard that he in- 
& mils i i ee 
’s Court, they, on their part, 
pared for their defence aF as if to 
which end they furnished themselves 
wi phicsiles, A from the officers of 
the board of health, and with the pro- 
per certificate of burial. 
To lose no time, that same after- 
noon Master Manente lodged his com- 
Tis be and took out a summons, which 


an 


brother-in-law and Michel Angelo 
with attended; and the Vicar, 
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(who as judge, ) having con- 
Sema yo aia the proof of iden- 
tity, and on the other, the produced 
certificates, became utterly perplexed 
and confounded. However, as there 
was clearly a deal man in the case, 
and it was equally clear that the per- 
son whostood before him as Master Ma- 
nente, was not that dead man, he con- 
cluded that there must have been some 
foul play (perhaps murder ) in the busi- 
ness, which rendered it fit for the cog- 
nizance of a criminal tribunal. For 
which reason, having secretly inform- 
ed the Council of Eight concerning 
his cause of suspicion, the officers of 
justice were forthwith dispatched to 
the Court, where the parties were still 
pleading, and where they were all ar 
rested and put in prison. : 

The next day, as-soon as the Coun- 
cil was sitting, Master Manente was 
had before them and interrogated as to 
all that had happened, which he re- 
counted in so minute, and at the same 
time artless a manner, that several of 
the counsellors, notwithstanding the 
gravity of the proceeding, and the un- 
actountable nature of the circumstan- 
ces, could not refrain from laughing 
at many passages. Having finished his 
narrative, he was remanded to prison, 
and Niccolajo and Michel Angelo were, 
one after another, next had up and ex- 
amined, who not only exactly agreed in 
all the circumstances of their story, 
but confirmed it by the production of 
the certificates already mentioned. 
They were also remanded, and the 
Council proceeded next to send for the 
hospital servant who bad been present 
at the supposed death of Manente, and 
by whom it was wisely judged that 
some light might be cast on the mys- 
tery. But it so fell out, for the sake 
of the jest, that this same fellow, whose 
examination must have led to the de- 
tection of the whole plot had some- 
time before wounded a man in a fray, 
in consequence of which he choad, 
and had never since been heard of. 
Thus, all things combined to further 
this most admirable of hoaxes. The 
naan then pretnage their officers 
to make every inquiry that was i- 
ble, in met to piel the degree o of 
credit due to each story ; and the re- 
sult of their investigation was to con- 
firm (so far as it was possible to ar- 
rive at any conclusion) the veracity of 
all the witnesses. 

In the meantime, Burchiello, who 
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was most zealous in serving th 
Whi feed Manente, called upon one 


of the members of Counell, with 
_whom he. was familiarly acquainted, 
and apprized him of his suspicions 
that the Magnifico was at the bottom 
of all that a Hae adding, that it 
was quite impossible such events could 
have. taken place in the midst of Flo- 
ence, without his ag ap The 
‘magistrate in question fully adopted 
this view of the matter. ao a 
communicated it the following morn- 
_ing to the assembled Council, it was de- 
termined to send a letter on the sub~ 
ject to Lorenzo himself, (who was 
then at the baths of Poggio, ) request- 
ing his advice and assistance at their 
iberations. The letter was sent ac- 
cordingly ; and the parties (against 
none of whom any specific charge was 
exhibited,) dismissed for the present, 
‘with a strict prohibition to all of them 
from approaching within a hundred 
Picken of the street de’ Fossi, and from 
olding any communication with Mon- 
na Brigida, under pain of the gallows, 
until the question should be deter~ 
mined. 


The Magnifico, on receipt of the 
letter addressed to him by the Council 
of Eight, was thrown into fits of laugh- 
ter, and swore-that so exquisite a jest, 
so well contrived, and so successful in 
all its parts, had never been known 
‘since the foundations of the world were 
laid. . In short, he was absolutely in 
ecstacies of delight and self-approba- 
tion. About a week afterwards he re- 
turned.to Florence, and was waited up- 
on the same day both by Master Manen- 
te and by his adversaries, but who nei- 
ther of them obtained audience. The 
next day Manente renewed his visit, 
and found the Magnifico just sitting 
down to dinner, who, on seeing him, 
‘assumed an appearance of the utmost 
astonishment, sa ing, * Tn good sooth, 
Master Doctor, Ve not expect that I 
should eyer behold your face again, 
having been informed, as of a certain- 
ty, that you were dead and buried. 
And even now, I am not well satisfied 
whether you are indeed what you ap- 
peat to be, or somebody else resembling 

im—or, in fine, some supernatural 
illusion.” The Coos after peun ane 
again repeating that he was not dead, 
but ly 2: om Goality the true livi 
Manente, and none but himself, weal 
have knelt and kissed the hand of the 
Magnifico; but he motioned him off, 
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saying,—‘* Keep your distance—. i 
shall say a er that if you ai 
the true and living Manente, as you 


give yourself out to be, you are ver 
welcome ; but if not, the contrary. 
The doctor would then have begun to 


tell his whole story ; but the Magni- 
fico cut him short, saying that the 
present was not the proper time for it, 
adding, however, that,.at a certain 
hour of the evening he should return, 
and he would then give him audience 
in his private apartment, at which time 
he had summoned the opposite party 
to attend him also. ; 

Master Manente erie thanked 
him, returned to his friend Burchiello, 
who laughed in his sleeye at what he 
related to him. All the parties, that 
evening, were punctual in their at- 
tendance acco to Lorenzo's ap- 
pointment, and were forthwith sum- 
moned to a in his private cham~ 
ber, where they found him surrounded 
by some of the chief citizens of Flo- 


pope 
Manente was well known, and vet 
much regarded. Before these, both 
parties were now again heard, and the 
proofs produced on the part of the 
goldsmiths examined, all which exci- 
ted the greatest possible astonishment _ 
and lexity ; but the narrative of 
Master Manente, in particular, could 
not be heard without its causing in- 
credible diversion and laughter ; ins 
much that Lorenzo was not satisfied 
till he had made the physician repeat 
it three times successively, every ae 
tition only serving to increase thei 

ight and merriment, which was not 
at all diminished by the indignation 
which he displayed at the story told 
by the two goldsmiths, whom he made 
no scruple of lauding with every term 
of reproach and obloquy. 

By this Sune the V le sete Dea aer 
pearance upon Lorenzo's summons, 
and, being received with all due reve- 
of ths Magnified, upon. the bench be: 
of the ifico, upon the ben 
side him ; to whom, when seate 
Magnifico thus addressed himself,- 
** May it please your reverence, since 
I know that you are «ly well ac- 
quainted with the difference which has 
arisen between these worthy Beret I 
need say no more on the subject, ex- 
cept that, having been ap a4 
the choice of the most honourah 
Council of Bight, to be arbiter of that 
difference, nothing more is wanting to 


Ta 











it don on and that this party whom we 
now have before us, is not a mere fan- 
tastic illusion, or walking demon ; the 
which it is your part to make clear and 
manifest.” —“‘ How, and in what man- 
ner is this to be accomplished ?” cried 
the astonished ecclesiastic—** That is 
what I will immediately make known 
to reverence,” answered Lorenzo, 

therewith told him that he must 


mous for their virtue in dispelli 

eet Bae enone You 
said el anewered . Vicar. * Give 
or t days to prepare, 
Ba ifs thes sinnin the test, you may 
‘securely set him down for a living 
man, wi Master Manente in propria 
nersond.”—Manente would upon this 
ave made some observations ; but the 
ifico, rising from his tribunal, 
” him, and without further 
led the way out of the apart- 
ed by the gentlemen who 
nt with hin, and who all 
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of sanctity, cyan reli- 
caused it to 

the whole bishopric, that all 
friars who possessed relics 
casting out devils, should 
to Florence within six 


ro 


it 
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s palace to be Sealy us the 
. The number of relics 


polacall from all the country 
Found, ot Sante Maria M , was 


te rising ; and the of trial 
id atleogth sc arrived, and Manente’s 
coming 


nied by thirty- of the princi 
Emsed Py. with many of the 
13 


iM : 


recorded, they waited only 

of the Poms who, accom- 
ec- 

it no- 


Italian Art of oo No. IV. 
tian to bility 
nis sa gecertain thet Df worey 5: eembae ne- 





(July, 
of Florence, took his seat on a 
kind of throne, prepared for the occa- 
sion, ‘before which Master Manente 
knelt with all due reverence. ‘While 
in this position, all the forms of exor- 
cism were gone through, and all pray- 
ers and canticles proper for casting out 
devils, read over and chanted to him, 
and also plenty of holy water nh sex 
kled, and incense burned around 
and finally, every holy relic in succes 
sion passed through his hand by the 
attendant servitors, without producing 
the slightest change of countenance or 
other effect perceptible ; after which, 
ave making agin a low reverence to” the 
me even ees vay discharge; to- 
er with a solemn act of recognition 
of his identity. 

Just at thie t of time, howevér, 
os abt laud hiieee, who, by com- 
mand of Lorenzo, had been mf fetch 
Nepo the sorcerer, and was present in’ 
the church with him, observed that it 
was now time to commence his opera~ 
tions. Whereupon Nepo, rushing for- 
ward into the midst of the assembly, 
exclaimed in a harsh and discordant 
voice, ** Draw back, draw back, wor- 
thy gentlefolks, and make way for me, 
that I may present myself before his 
reverence the Vicar, and discover the 
truth of this mystery.” Upon hearing 
which exclamation, and beholding the 
strange appearance of him who utter- 
ed it—(who was a man large of sta- 
ture and strong-built, of complexion 
olive-brown, with a bald. head, a lean 
and meagre countenance, a black beard 
reaching to his girdle, and habited in 
rude and fantastic clothing)—all pre- 
sent were filled with amazement and 
terror; and made way for him with- 
eut hesitation ; who straightway ad- 


vanced to the Vicar, and 

aloud in the words follo : “To 
the end that the truth mz made 
manifest, know ‘ye that Master Ma- 


nente, who is here present, never de- 
hence ; and That all which has 
to him has fallen out by 
force of magical art, by virtue of de- 
moniacal agency, and by the immedi- 
ate contrivance of me, Nepo of Gala- 
trona, who am able to command the 
devils that they do what and when it 
pleases me, It.was I, therefore, who 
caused him, while lying asleep in the 
place of San Martino, to be t- 
ed by demons into an enchan 
lace, where, in the manner that he 
already explained to you, I held- hit 
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poe non gf raw pestered 
ing at mS ‘him to 

thence. again conveyed to the forest of 
La. Vernia, and left him.” It 


was I, who caused one of my familiar 
spirits to assume his real like- 
ness, and make it appear that he had 
died of the plague; and who finally 
suffered himself to be buried instead 
of him ; from whence all these extra- 
ordinary events have since proceeded. 
All these things have I done in scorn 
of Master Manente, and in revenge for 
an injury once inflicted on me by his 
father, in the PieveSan Stefano, which 
he inhabited ; which injury I was ne- 
ver able to return upon him who had 
commiited it, by reason of a breviary 
which he always carried about him 
next his heart, in which breviary was 
inseribed the prayer of Saint Cyprian. 
And‘ now.that ye may all know the 
truth of these words to you; 
go ye; and open the vault where the 
pretended hte was buried ; and 
if ye do not there behold the most un- 
doubted tokens of that which I have 
now delivered to you, hold me for a 
liar and a j , and sever my head 
— y-” 

«: The Vicar, and. all present, had lis- 
tened to this discourse very attentive- 
ly, while Master Manente, full of in- 
dignation and terror, looked at his 
supposed tormentor as if he could 
have torn him to pieces, and at the 
same time, like one in a dream, the 
by-standers, in like manner, not being 
able to take their eyes off from him. 
Whereupon the Vicar, desirous of put- 
ting an end to this strange adventure, 
laid his commands upon two friars of 
Santa Croce, and two of Saint Mark’s, 
that they should go forthwith and ex~ 
amine the vault in: question ; who, 
having accordingly set themselves in 
motion, were followed by many other 
friars and priests, as well as se~ 
cular, iv great abundance. a re- 
mained during this time in the church, 
in. company with the Vicar and with 
Master Manente, who, more and more 
alarmed the longer he staid with them, 
were’ now afraid to look him in the 
face, their minds misgiving them that 
he was either another Simon Magus; 
or iat. least.a. new Malagigi.. In the 
meantime the deputed friars, with 
those who avcompanied them, had 
reached the cemetery of Santa Maria 
‘Nevellay- where. they sent for the Sa- 
eristan, and caused him to open the 
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vaalt in which they were given toun- 
derstand that the Sepuatd corpse had 
ag anes ; “1 
That same morning Monaco, e 
command ofthe Magntdco, hed brcaght 
from the tower-of Careggi a va ms 

geon, of colour as black as pitch, 
and best flying bird ever wit 


, and which so well how 


to find its own pigeon-house, that it © 


had more than once returned to it from 
Arezzo, and even from Pisa. ‘This 
bird he had, unseen of anybody, con- 
cealed within the vault, which he af- 
terwards closed up again 
prey oy ~~ had never been 
or ten years; inso- 
wah that the before-mentioné 
cristan found himself obliged to have 
recourse to his ‘ and mattock to 
enable him to remove the earth, and 
lift the stone from its place ; whieh’ he 
had no sooner accomplished, than, to 
the astonishment dismay’ of all 
present, this black pigeon, which had 
till then remained torpid, the 
light of the flambeaux, was awakened, 
and flew out of the vault, taking its 
course through the air in the direction 
of Careggi, where, in ‘less’ than’ the 
eight part of an hour, it recovered its 
home in safety. = > ogee 
The Sacristan, at sight of this unex- 
‘oceurrence, was so overcome 
terror, that he fell backwards, 
the stone of the sepulchre after him 
so that he broke his leg in the fall, and 
was laid up for many days and weeks 
in consequence of the accident. ‘The 
holy friars, and the greater part of ‘the 
attendant multitude, ran back in the 
direction of Santa Maria Maggiore, ery- 
ing out, “A miracle ! a mi ox 
declared that there had issued forth. 


i 


from the tomb a epirit, in likeness of — 


a squirrel, but with wings. Others af- 
firmed, that it was a flying dra- 
gon ; while others, again, would have 
it, that it was a devil converted intoa 
bat. The greater part, however, agreed, 
that it was a little i , 


were certain that they had seen its 
horns and its cloven feet. ‘The Vicar, 
and those who remained with him in 
the church, were fully occupied ‘with 
the various reports of those who came 
crowding back to them from without ; 
and ‘Nepo, availing himself of this 
confusion, and secretly favoured by 
Monaco and Lorenzo’s servants, 

ped away out of doors, and moun’ 


sucking demon; - 
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.. (No sooner, however, had the Vicar 
leisure enough to look round him, 
ng? ng the flight of the sorcer- 
er,. he began to cry with a loud 
voice, ‘Seize him, seize him, and let 
him. be burned for a witch and con 
juror!” But when they were able no- 
soeeied doe rhe hed dips sired by 
that i 
The ommanded 


and capital sport of it with a few 
of his familiar acquaintance, when the 
Vicar came up to him, calling aloud 
for the officers of justice to be sent af- 
ter Nepo de Galationa, to have him ap- 
prehended and burned for sorcery, said 
to him only, “ Most Reverend Vicar, 
let us, in God’s name, proceed coolly. in 
this business of Nepo; but what say 
you as to Master Manente?”—“ I say, 
verily,” answered the Vicar, “ that 
there is no longer any manner of doubt 
that this is the very same, and that 
never changed this life for another.” 
_ “8 being the case,” rejoined the 
Magnifico, ‘Iam now prepared to pass 
sentence, to the end that these unfor- 
tunate litigants may at length be ex- 
tricated from this web of entangle- 
ments.” So saying, he sent for the 
brother goldsmiths, (who came, al- 
though very reluctantly, seeing how 


. Matters were likely to go against ») 


and insisted on their forthwith em- 
the long-lost Manente ; after 
which he gave j ent to the ef- 
fect following, (viz.) That for the re- 
mainder of that day Michel Angelo 
Fiate Mi feling a ai-ten pat 
of ing up all the g 
and chattels which he had brought 


ticoat, should withdraw to the house 
of her brother Niccolajo, and there re- 
main till she was brought to bed : that 
after that event had taken place, it 
should be in the option of Michel An- 
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gelo to take charge.of the infant, and, 


case of his refusal, the physician 
might adopt him ; or, if neither, 
that it should be sent to the Innocents: 
that the expenses of her confinement 
should be entirely defrayed by Michel 
Angelo: that Master Manente should, 
in the meanwhile, re-enter into pos- 
session of his own house, and have his 
son restored to him ; and that, at the 
end of the term of her confinement, 
Monna Brigida should return to live 
with him, and he be compelled to re- 
ceive her back again, for betteror worse, 
as if nothing had happened to disturb 
their conjugal felicity. 

This was applauded by all present 
as a most righteous fudgment ; where- 
upon the two goldsmiths and the phy- 
sician returned their thanks with all 
due humility, and forthwith departed, 
in order to give effect to its provisions. 
And so complete was the reconcilia- 
tion, when all parties perceived that 
it was in vain to think of placing mat- 
ters on a different footing, that they 
all supped together with Monna Bri- 
gida that same evening, in the house 
of Master Manente, Burchiello bearing 
them company. His reverence the Vi- 
car was the only person among them 
who did not appear to be satisfied, as 
he had set his heart on making a bon- 
fire of the conjuror ; but Lorenzo would 
not listen to him, and answered to all 
his solicitations, that it was much bet- 
ter to pursue the affair no farther, and 
that, as for Nepo, it was quite in vain 
to think of taking him, since he could, 
at any time he pleased, render hiim- 
self invisible, or change his figure in- 
to that of a serpent, or any other ani- 
mal, to the certain discomfiture of 
those who attempted it—a power which 
was permitted him (doubtless) for some 
wise purposes, although such as human 
reason was unable to fathom ; added to 
which, the danger of provoking so great 
an adversary was by no means to be 
overlooked or despised ; all which ha- 
ving duly considered, his reverence, 
(who was in the main a good-natured, 
easy man, by no means difficult to be 
persuaded), entered at last into all his 
views, and declared himself fully con- 
vinced that it was the best and safest 
course to think no more about it. In- 
deed, the last of the reasons assigned 
by Lorenzo more powerfully affected 
the good Vicar than any of the pre- 
ceding ; nor could he help being appre- 
hensive that he had already incurred 
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the chastisement of some 
lady lady by his mere 
the sorcerer ; insomuch that, 

antil his dying day, nobody ever heard 
bap from that time forward, so much 

ce the namevof ‘Nepo, or 
give the least hint of such a person’s 
existence. 

It is unn to say.more with 
regard to the remaining actors of this 
eventful drama, than that Lorenzo’s 
judgment was punctually carried into 
execution, and that, Monna Brigida 
rt in due time, given birth toa 
male offs ring the worthy goldsmith 
pores ex it, and treuniee it up as 
his own until his death, which hap- 
segs about ten years after, the boy 

en placed .in the monastery of 
Santa Maria Novella, and in process 
of time was admitted into that holy 
brotherhood, where he became distin- 
guished for learning, and a celebrated 
preacher, for hisacute reasoningand su- 


ous Ma- 


Italian Art of Housing. No. IV. 


for ‘the ar- ‘observed 
which the: 


for the occasion ; and very frequently 
observed, inrallusion to it, that the pear 
eats is apt to set on 
h of the son—a saying which 
Gi emedgn anes oripeait day. er 
us to t day. Nor 
was he at any time, so long as he li- 
act prone bt voy ord 
not 
alates Ea waa nao, nd ion. 
e grooms, 
selves and their friends, by recounting 
the whole of this most admi- 
dedecighily yatodiden sed of th efiicacy of of 
t e : 
the prayer of Saint C rian, in coun- 
teracting the effects of witchcraft, that 
he not cal shonage carried it about his 
own person, as a preservative, 
made his wear it also. And 
(to conclude) the worthy doctor lived 
many years afterwards with his loving 
mate, in all joy and contentedness, in- 


edge thet 


gared eloquence known among the peo- and, every year. as his life 
ple by the appellation of Fra Succhiel- lasted, celebrated the festival of Saint 
o. As for Master Manente, he never Cyprian, = he adopted for his own = 


believed otherwise than in the whole 


truth of the story fabricated by Nepo the 





THE UNKNOWN GRAVE. 


Man comes into the world like morning mushrooms, soon 
the air, and conversing with their kindred of the same 


their heads into 
» and as soon 


they turn into dust and forgetfulness. JEREMY TAYLor. 


Wuo sleeps below? who sleeps below ?— 


It is a question idle all !— 


Ask of the breezes as they blow, 
Say, do they heed, or hear thy call? 
They murmur in the trees around, 


And mock thy voice, an empty sound! 


A hundred summer suns have shower’d 

Their fostering warmth, and radiance bright ; 
A hundred winter storms have lower’d 

With piercing floods, and hues of night, 
Since first this remnant of his race 
Did tenant his lone dwelling-place. 


Say, did he come from East,—from West ? 
Southern _ pat where the bene. 


With frosty 
The howli Long biliooee a hey as they roll? 


Within wea’ realm of peace or strife, 
Did he first draw the: breath of life ? 


Vo... XIV. 








[July; 








oe the pee a sight with-held ; 
a ripe a wn, 
Unshaken, ‘mid ‘aid / we. sata ti 


When all the friends that bless’d his aoe 
Were pepe gM a 
Pluck’d one by one b 
eee ee eaten 
Passing awa 


Like paren Comat aa in the sea : 


Or, ‘mid the summer of his years, 
When round him throng’d his children young, 
When bright eyes gush’d with burning tears, 
And anguish dwelt on every tongue, 
Was he cut off, and left behind 
A widow'd wife, scarce half-resign’d ? 


Or, *mid the cunaliiend of his spri spring 
Came the swift bolt that dash’d him down ; 
When she, his chosen, blossoming 
In beauty, deem’d him all her own, 
And forward look’d to happier years 
Than ever bless'd their vale of tears ? 


Pataps he geddr§ Site felt 
One of that 

Who suffer’d + soem ate ap and death, 
To free from mental thrall the land, 

And, toiling for the Martyr’s fame, 

Espoused his fate, nor found a name ! 


Say, was he Me ba a oo 
A groper in ‘s dungeon —_ 
Ore wines eee 
Did, in the fair creation, mark 
The Maker's hand, and kept his soul 
Free from this grovelling world’s control ? 


Hush, wild surmise !—’tis vain—'tis vain— 
The Summer flowers in beauty blow, 

And sighs the wind, and floods the rain, 
O’er some old bones that rot below ; 

No other record can we trace, 

Of fame or fortune; rank or race ! 





Then, what is life, when thus we see 

No trace remains of life’s career— 
Mortal ! whoe’er thou. art, for thee 

A moral lesson here; 
Put’st thou in a of earth thy trust > 
"Tis doom’d that shall mix with dust. 








To impotently herald us, sh 3 tay 
We float not on the breath of fame */ ) s.0") 
But, like the dew-drop from the flower, 6. =) iw * 

Pass, after glittering for an hour. 


Since soul decays not ; freed from earth, - 
And earthly coils, it bursts away ;— 
Receiving a celestial birth, 
And spurning off its bonds‘of clay, 
It soars, and seeks another sphere, | 
And blooms through Heaven’s eternal year! 


Do good ; shun evil ; live not thou, 

As if at death thy being died ; 

Nor Error’s syren voice allow 

To draw thy steps from truth aside ; 

Look to ho 8 end—the grave ! 

And trust in him whose arm can save, 7% i 
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SKETCH OF THE REVOLUTION IN MEXICO. , 
TO CHRISTOPHER NORTH, ESQ. 


Six,—I beg leave to offer you a sketch of one of the numerous American 
Revolutions, drawn up from authentic sources in the country itself. 
well aware of the indifference, I might almost say disgust, with which 
South American or Mexican politics used. to be received by the public ; and I 
by no means wish you to give this sketch a place, if such be still the ge 
neral feeling. Nevertheless, there are one or two features in ‘the Mexican 


Revolution which distinguish it from all those of Chili, Peru, &c. First, . 
the circumstance of the change having been brought about principally by Spa- 
nish officers, and eventually receiving its confirmation atthe. a 


eroy of high character, and who either acted: from the most culpable weak. 
ness, the most unnational liberality of political spirit, or the deepest treachery. 
Secondly, there having been little or no bl nor ne me enn? J as 
, Nor any arrests, nor any extensive enthusiasm on either side—and, f 
» the cheipaber mixture of moderation and ambition in the Chief, who cer~ 
tainly wished to possess kingly authority ; but who, throughout, acted 
himself with so much temper and forbearanee, and shewed.so much teal good-: 

ness and kindness, and was always so much more ready to forgive his 
enemies than to crush them, that it is difficult to view him as a common 


ery md thanks to return you for the gratification your Magazine af- 
satel the ts distant # Topiane tf I merece" find it in all those places 
dawning li ow. was inning to appear. 
9 Your most obedient Servant, | 


E 


ets oo rarer. 


- AsouT the middle of 1820, accounts _ by their own feelingson the subject, re- 
were received in Mexico of the revo- solved to resist, if possible, this change, 
lution in Spain, and it was soon made by force of the army under their or- 
known that orders had been sent to ders. The sentiment, as 
Apodacca, the V » toproclaim the be was- st } 
Constitution to which Ferdinand the ject.; and the seeds of an extensive 
Seventh had sworn. But it appears volt were in 

that Apodacca, as well’as some of the sewn by the. 

etulinnas Ontaertieael others, opt then supposed, had the 











and the whole country was y 
and almost insensibly roused into mili- 


ee 
chief obstacle, as it was thought 
these leaders, to the success of their 
, was the presence of Don N. Ar- 
igo, whose attachment. to the cause 
of the Constitution was too well known 


to admit a doubt of his s ing it. 
He was therefore dismi from the 
command of the military division sta- 
tioned between Mexico and —— 3 
and in his place was appoi Don 
Augustin Iturbidé, an who, on 


the me ag —— areas some 
years ago, own himself a steady 
adherent to the interests of the King, 
although a native of the araey ® There 
is also reason to suspect that he was a 
party to the secret pie alluded to 
above ; and that, when he left Mexico 
in February 1821; he was we a 
confided ia by the Viceroy and his as- 
sociates. It is difficult otherwise to 
conceive, how he should have been in- 
trusted at that time with the escort of 
more than half a million of dollars, 
destined for embarkation at Acapulco. 
And it is not improbable, that, even af- 
ter he had this money, the Vice- 
roy and the Generals were under a be- 
lief that he had taken this step in fur- 
therance of their views, since he was 
allowed to enter = town of ~ oe with 
his prize, where it is notorious ight 
have been taken, had not the > om 
mander ef another division of troops, 
who was called upon to assist in the 
reeaptare, declared that he had or- 
tiely ladies ‘ae doeoeas. 

against I é& Be sur- 
mises true, or otherwise, it is certain 
that Iturbidé, on seizing the money at 
a place ‘called Iguala, about 120 miles 
from Mexico, commenced the revolu- 


tion by publishing a paper, wherein he 
to the Viceroy that a new 
orm of government should be esta- 
blished, dent of the mother 
country. 
document, which bears the 


title of the- Plan of Iguala,” has been 
made the foundation of all the subse- 
quent, ings of the revolution- 
ists, is still the text, the spiritand 
: iples of which direct, or are said 


to direct, the councils of: the govern- 
ment, it. may per prove not unin- 
teresting to give a 
features. 


of its leading. 


Sketch of the Revolution in Mezico. 





[Jaly; 
It. bears: date. the 24th February, 
1821, the day after Iturbidé had pos- 


sessed hi 
his escort. 


Article Ist Secures to the country 
the Roman Catholic religion, to the 
entire intolerance of any other. 

» New Spain independent 
of Old Spain, or any other country. 

8d, Defines the government to be a 
limited monarchy, “‘ regulated accord- 
ing to the spirit of the peculiar con- 
stitution adapted to the country.” 

4th, Proposes that the Imperial Crown 
of Mexico be offered first to Ferdinand 
VII.; and,in the eyent of his declining 
it, to several of the princes of that fami- 
ly, but specifying that the representa- 
tive government of New. Spain shall 
have the power eventually to name the 
Emperor, if these Princes shall also re- 
fuse. Article 8th points this.out more 
explicitly. 

5th, 6th, and 7th Articles relate to 
the details of duties belonging to the 
Provisional Government, which is to 
consist of a Junto and a Regency, till 
the Cortes or Congress be assembled: 
at Mexico. 

9th, The government is to be sup~ 

by an army which shall bear 

the name of ‘‘ The Army of the Three 
Guarantees.”’—These guarantees, it 

rs by the 16th article, are, Ist, T 

ligion in its nt pure state. aa 
The Independence; and, 3dly, The 
intimate Union of Americans and: 
Spaniards in the country. 

10th and 11th, Relate to the duties 
of Congress with respect to the form~ 
ation of a constitution on the princi- 
ples of this ** Plan.” 

12th, Declares every inhabitant of, 
New Spain a citizen thereof—of what-. 
ever-country he be ; and renders-every: 
man eligible to every office, without 
exception even of. Africans. (Subse-: 
quently, a modification of this article 
excluded slaves.) 

13th, Secures persons and property. 

14th, Strongassurances of maintain- 
ing, untouched, the privileges and. im- 
munities of the church. ' 

. 15th, Promises not to remove indi- 

viduals from their present offices. 

16th, (See 9th.) ; 

17th, 18th, 19th, and 20th, About 
the formation of the army, and other 
military details. ted 

2ist, Until-new laws be framed, 
those of the present Spanish constitu« 
tion to be in force. 


of the treasure under 

















1923.) 


independence, to be second only to sa- 
, To the same effect. 

24th, Points out that the Cortes, or 

Sovereign Congress, is-to be-a consti- 


tuent. assembly ; to hold. its sessions . 


in Mexico, and not in Madrid. 
It. may be, remarked, by the way, 
that this plan dexterously weaves into 


its essence the direct and obvious in-. 
terests of all classes in the communi-. 
ty, especially of those who haye most. 


to lose—the clergy and the old Spa- 
niards,; and who, Ladiled have by far 


the -most extensive moral influence - 


over society ; the one by being in pos- 
session of nearly all the capital in the 
country, and the other by having gain- 
ed, in times past, an influence over men’s 
minds, to which, perhaps, there does 
not now exist a elin the Christian 
world. But, alt 

tionably the case, yet both these par- 
ties, especially of late, have been made 
to feel, that their influence, and even 
existence, turn u opinion alone, 
and they are sufficiently gware that 
they may lose both ina moment. To 
them, therefore, the countenance of 
power was of great consequence, and 
their most immediate interest became 
that of supporti 
ty, which, instead of oppressing them, 
as had been the case where, con- 
descended to borrow their support. 


Again, by not holding out, a vague: 


resentative govern-, 


t. of a 
inent, but beginning at ence by call- 
ing the deputies r, and mean- 
while naming a junto and a regency, 
—<doubts and jealousies were dissipa- 


ted, or put to sleep. And yet, if exa-, 


mined y, there is, with a show 
e much disinterestedness, a gee 
looseness of expression in parts 
of this ‘‘ Plan,” which may, and 


probably will, be taken abundant ad-. 


vantage of by.and by. This remark 


applies more particularly to article 3d., 


In the interim, this “‘ Plan” answered 
Iturbidé’s purposes fully, as the flame 
which. it had kindled soon spread over 
the whole country...He was also soon 
joined by several of the most distin- 


guished of the King’s officers ; amongst. 


others, by Don Pedro. Celestino Ne- 
greti, (a Spaniard, but married in the 
oganiry,) and by Colonel Bustaman-, 
te, who eroes p syns 1000 omni 
ry..On every side the great cities yield- 
ed.at once to his forces, or to his persua- 


Sketch of the Revolution in: Menieas :, 


this be unques-. 


the views of a par-. 


invariable bie sacaen th 
_ While the. independent cause. was ; 
thus rapidly advancing, that of the 


to pieces. The Viceroy, who found» 
it impossible to stem the torrent, was, 
glad nap oa anthony at the 
suggestion officers, who appear to - 
have adopted a similar course to that of 
their countrymen in. Peruin the case of, 
Pezuela. But hissuccessor, Field-Mar- 
shal Novella, could do nothing to.re-, 
store the eause of the King, and Itur-. 
bidé drew his armies.closer and closer . 
round the capital, with a steady, pro-; 
, and subduing every thi . 
im. At this critical moment O'-; 
money ae 
powers to su iceroy Apo- 
dacca. To his astonishment he found, 
the country he came to <p no long-, 
er under the orders of his master, but; 
raised into an independent state...He, 
had come alone, without troops,, af 
seeing at agienee that the country was. 
irrecoverably lost, on the terms at, 
on which it had been held heretofore, 
he endeavouredto make the best condi-~:: 


tions he could forthe mother ‘. 


and, in order to gene the way, a, 
roclamation to the inhabitants, whi 
reathed nothing but liberality and. 

hearty congratulations upon their 

pect of happiness—a.singular docu- 

apm rage ned soy depenition om. 

om idé, oa ne 1G. B, QHAEHPS Se am 
the part of O’Donaju totake.all thathad. 
passed in good invited him. to.a, 
conference. accordingly met at. 

Cordova, where a.treaty, w bears, 

the name of that city, wos. signed on. 

the 24th of August, 1821. By jee 
treaty, O’ Donaju, recognized the ‘‘ 
of Iguala ;* and not, only engaged: 


to. use his influence in confor 
therewith, but, in order to manifes' 
his sincerity still further, he : 
agreed to become a mi of the 


visional Government: to disy com-. 


missioners. to Spain. to offer,the crown. 
name of § , to make common. cause, 
The accession of such a man to his 








justness: 


and Iturbidé entered it 

the 27th of September. 
- At this im t moment O’Do- 
naju died, to 


alculated much upon his countenance. 
But it is difficult to say, whether or 
not his death was detrimental to Itur- 
bidé’s views. O’Donaju had alread 
done all that was possible to establi 
Iturbidé’s immediate objects, partieu- 
larly in preventing disunion-; and it 
may be questioned, whether he would 
have c: ted so heartily when these 
objects came to take a more 


less and less considered. 

From that period, up to the end of 
March, 1822, Iturbidé’s plans were 
steadily carried forward ; 


were gradually taught to associate their 
freedom with Iturbidé’s cele- 
Geese a 
by" transition, to look to hi 
individually, for their future prospe- 


Shetch of the Revolution in Mexico. 





Cauly; 


liberty to go, would have felt less de- 
sirous of remaining. 

A rumour, too, was put about at this 
time, that the Inquisition might pro- 
bably be re-established—a B mes 

e hopes - 


- which was no less grateful to 


of the clergy, than a free export: of 
ie was to the merchants ; walk as 
Iturbidé himself, at this juncture, con- 
descended to advocate the cause of the 
army, by writing appeals, with his 
name at full length, in the publie 
prints, in favour of the merits and 
claims of his fellow-soldiers, he dex- 
terously contrived to bring all parties 
into the best possible humour with 
him individually. 
On the 18th of May, 1822, he pre- 
sented to the Congress two Madrid 


ttes of the 13th and 14th of Fe- 
; Guiry; by which it = that the 


Cortes of Spain had declared the treaty 
of Cordova entered into by O’ Donaju 
to be null and void, totally disavow- 
ing all his acts. 

“This was, wore aren | what Itur- 
bidé had expected ; and the’ Sove- 
reign Constituent Congress” immedi- 
ate y decided, ‘‘ that, by the foregoing 
declaration of Spain, the Mexican na- 
tion were freed from the obligations 
of that treaty, as far as Spain was con- 
cerned ; and that, as, by the third ar- 
ticle of the treaty, the Constituent 
Congress were left at liberty, in such 
event, to name an Emperor, they 
thought fit, in’ consequence not only 
of their own opinion, but in concord. 
ance with the voite of the people, to 
elect Don. Augustin de Iturbidé the 
First Constitutional Emperor of the 
Empire of Mexico, on the basis 
claimed in the ‘ Plan of Iguala,’ which 
had already been received throughout 
the Empire.” 

What has since been the fate of 
Ittrbidé, I have’ not had any good 
means of knowing. The public prints 
say that he has been deposed and ill- 
treated. This is very.likely. He un- 
dertook too much for the force he had 
under his command—and, even if he 
had had one a hundred times greater, 
he was not of a temper to have wield- 
ed it in the despotic manner indispen- 
sable to the maintenance of quiet in 
so vast a country. 

Recent accounts, which have arri- 
ved since the above went to 
state, that Iturbidé and his famil 


. have been banished to Italy, and that 


his property has been confiscated. 
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1928.7] An Idyl on the Battle. 


AN IDYL ON THE BATTLE.” 


Fists AND THE MAN. I sing, who, in the valleys of Hesmpabiive;’ 

Close to the borough of Andover, one fine day of the spring-time, 

Being the twentieth of May, (the day, moreover, was: 

Eighteen hundred and twenty-three, in a fistieal combat, , ‘ 

Beat, in a handful of rounds, Bill Neat, the butcher of Bristol. 

What is the hero’s name? Indeed, ’tis bootless to mention. 

Every one knows ‘tis Spring—Tom Spring, now Champion of England, 
Full of honours and gout, Tom Cribb surrendered his kingdom, 

,And in the Champion's cup no more he quaffs as the Champion, 

Who is to fill his place? the anxious nation, inquiring, 

Looks round the ring with a glance of hope and eagerness blended. 

Everywhere would you see deep-drawn and puckered-up faces, 

Worn by the people in thought on this high end ponderous matter. 

Spain and Greece are forgot—they may box it about at their pleasure ; 

Newport may brandish his brogue unheard at the Sheriff of Dublin ; 

Canning may give the lie to Broughem, and Brougham be a Christian ; 

Hume may be puffing Carlisle, or waging a war upon Cocker? 

Byron may write a poem, and Hazilitt.a Liber Amoris; 

Nobody cares a fig for the Balaam of Baron or Cockney. 

All were absorbed at once in the one profound speculation, - 

Who was the man to be the new pugilistical Dymoke.. 
Neat and the Gasman put up, and the light of Gas. was extinguished. . 

Woe is my heart for Gas! aceursed be the wheel of the waggon 

Which made a tpancake of blood of the head of that elegant féllow. 


He had no chance with Neat; the fist of that brawny Bristolian 


Laid him in full defeat on the downs of Hungerford 
Great was the fame of Bill ;. the ancient ¢ity of Bristol 
(Bristol, the birth-place dear of the Laureate LL.D. Southey— 

Bristol, the birth-place too of Thomas Cribb the ex-Champion"} 
Hailed him with greetings loud ; and, Selly Socthetiags nip enedliians, * 
CAnaiGen cae: eachagy ath Ge tay ts wilinde Senate , Ne 


*) 





*I perp ena obligations to th 
learned and eth. of this hatslo 
for the Fancy (Seé No. XVIII... 
Reg Reg oe He has been to me what 

Lee’ was to Lord Byron's 
Werner ; and thé careful and judicious cri- 
will find, 


“eM ma child ad ; 


me 


man, would have k very like a. 
pancake.” 


‘er ea ireer Sera 
sources 


in his 


You see I agree with Southey, « man 
r is 


» the 


pela er nto plen: 
sage Roderick is 1 oe 
of a conversation I had him on 


TG od pede gt ot ane SO an 
1814; 


and 


anywhere 
bod, be salle eg 


rey 


do. not recollect that. 
raf mgt meray 


my ‘ 
od 


c 





London replied to the call—the land of the Cockneys, indignant 
At this *yokel attempt to set up a Champion provincial, : 
Looked with its great big eyes at’ Spting, aiid Spring understood it. 
Everything soon was arranged ; the time was fixed for the battle ; 
Cash on each side was posted, a codl'two hundted of sovereigns ; 
gece weeieatareyerber! age ral dimers 

sha’n’t delay my song to say, how some Justices tasteless 
Tolkss by thc don hind ab povaphysesinted the combat. 
Vain the attempt as base—as well the clashing of comets 
Would be prevented by them, as the onslaught of pugilist rivals. 

When the great day arrived, big with the glory of Britain, 

Bustle be sure there was, and riding, and running, and racing ; 

Nay, for three days before, the roads were wofully crowded ; 

All the inns were beset, each bed had a previous engagement ; 

So, if you came in late, you were left in a bit of a hobble— 

Bisher to camp in the sttest, or ldap ot ties chisiee in thes bar-room. 
Chaises, coaches, barouches, taxed carts, tilburies, whiskeys, 
Curricles, shandry-dans, gigs, tall phaetons, jaunting cars, waggons, 
Cabriolets, landaus, all sorts of vebicles rolling, 

Four-wheeled, or two-wheeled, drawn by one, two, three, or four horses ; 
Steeds of various degrees, high-mettled racer, or hunter, 

Bit of blood, skin-and-boner,' pad, hack, mule, jackass, or donkey ; t 
Sniffers on foot in droves, by choi¢e or economy prompted ; 
Grumbling Radical, pickpocket Whig, and gentleman Tory, 

Down from ducal rank to the rascally fisher of fogles,t 

Poured from London town to see the wonderful action. 

Thirty thousand at least were there ; and ladies in numbers 

Rained from their beautiful eyes sweet influence over the buffers. 

' Well the ground was chosen, and quite with: the eye of a poet ; 
Close to the field of fight, the land all rises around it, 
Amphitheatrical wise, in a most fashion. 

There had the Johnny-raws of ta’en places‘at leisure, 

‘Many an hour before the combatants came to:the turn-up. 

We were not idle, be sure, although we waited ‘in patience ; 
Drink of all sorts and shapes was kindly provided to cheer us ; 
Ales from the famous towns of Burton, Marlboro’, Taunton ; 
Porter from lordly Thames, and be of various descriptions ; 
‘Brandy of Gallic growth, and r ‘the isle of Jamaica ; 
Deady, and heavy wet, blue ruin, max, and Geneva ; 
Hollands that ne’er saw Holland, mum, brown stout, perry, and ‘eyiter 3 
Spirits in all ways prepared, stark-nakedl, hot or cold watered ; 
Negus, or godlike grog, flip, lambswool, syllabub, rumbe ; 





is meee a a 
you ? teal 
the line over three times before you answer. 
sain? t you in mind of 


-mi-na rreunspexit"—Pieg: 
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Flowed like a stream reund the ring, refreshing the dty population. — 
Glad was I itt my soul, though I misséd my national: liquor, 
And with a tear in my eye my heart fled back into Ireland. , 
“Whisky, my jewel dear, what though I have chosen a dwelling 

Far away, and my throat is now-a-days moistened by Hodges,— 
Drink of my early days, I swear I shall never forget thee! 

Round the ring we saf, the stiff stuff tipsily quaffing.t . - 
[Thanks be to thee, Jack Keats ; our thanks for the dactyl and spondes ; 
Pestleman Jack, whom, according to Shelley, the Quarterly murdered _ 
With a critiqne ap fell 06-0n0 tf his ows: petent medisines.7] 

Gibbons appeared at last ; and, with adjutants versed in the business, — 
Drove in the stakes and roped: them. Fhe hawbuck} Hottentot Hantsmen 
Felt an objectidn te be whipped out of the ring by the Gibbons. 
Fight was accordingly shewn, and Bill, afraid of the numbers, 
Kept his whip in peace, awaiting the coming of Jackson. 
Soon did his eloquent tongue tip off the blarney among them ; 
And what force could not do, soft talk performed in a jiffy. 

Arm-in-arm with his backer and Belcher, followed by Harmer, 
Neat in a moment appeared, and instantly flung down his ¢astor. 
In about ten minutes more, came Spring, attended. by Painter ; 
Cribb, the illustrious Cribb, however, acted a8 second. _ 
Compliments, then, were exchanged, hands shaken, after the fashion 
Of merry England for ever, the beef-eating land of the John Bulls; 
Blue as the arch of Heaven, or the much-loved eyes of my darling, 
Was the colour of Spring—to the’ stakes Cribb tied it in person. . - 
Yellow, like Severn stream, when the might of rain hds descended, 
Shone forth the kerchief of Neat. Tom Belcher tied it above Spring’s— - 
But with a delicate twist, Tom Cribb reversed the arrangement, 
Putting the blue above. The men then peeled for the onset. 
Twenty minutes. past One P.M.—So far for a preface. 


Spring was a model of manhood. Chantrey, Canova, or Scoular, ||: 
Graved not a finer form ; his muscles firmly were filled up, 

And with elastic vigour played all over his corpus ; 

Fine did his deltoid show ; his neck rose towering gently - 
Curved-from the shoulder broad; his back was lightsomely dropt in. 
Over his cuticle #pread a slightly ruddy suffusion, 

Shewing his excellent state, and the famous care of his trainers ; 
Confidence beamed from his face ; his eye shone steady in valour. — 
Valiantly, too, looked Neat, a truly respectable butcher, * 
aetriniam i Une Mauna isa is 





* Whisky, my jomabinens $e. These mited. on alee: 


fine lines are imitated from ision of pan caveters uae ' 
ent. See the passage begitifiing, pu 
ry bith-pae den via tug Sar Sardanaps us, and Cain, and Fleury’s Me- 
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Even on his cheeks, the bloom was ‘scarce the breadth of a dollar. 

Gin, thou wert plainly there! I would he had left thee to Hazlitt, 

Ay, or to any one else, all during the process of training ! 

Bootless ’tis now to complain—Bill Neat, you were bothered by Daffy ! 
Long did they pause ere they hit—much cautious dodging and guarding 
Shewed their respect for each other ; four tedious minutes, ere either 
Struck, had elapsed ; at last Tom Spring hit out with the left hand, 

So did Bill Neat with the right, but neither blow did the business. 

' Neat then made up for offence, and flung out a jolly right-hander, 

Full for the stomach of Spring ; but Spring judiciously stopped it, 

Else it had flattened the lad as flat as the flattest of flounders : 

Even as it was, it contused the fleshy part of his fore-arm. 

Neat tried the business again—'twas now more happily parried. 

Spring, with a smile at the thought of the smash he had given to Bill’s fist, 
Put down his hands for a while, but soon gathered up to the onset : 

Hit and re-hit now passed, but Neat threw off a right-hander 

Meant for certain effect. The true scientifical manner 

Shewn by William in this was loftily cheered by the audience, 

Thunders of clapping ensued, and the whole ring roared like a bullock. 
Neat grew offensive now, but the stop and parry of Winter 

{Winter is Spring’s real name, though they call him, for brevity, Tom Spring’] 
Punished him step by step, as Bill drove him into the corner. 

“ Now is the time,” cried Belcher, and Bristol waited the triumph. 

But the position of Spring prevented all awkward invasion. 

In-fighting then was tried, that came to a close and a struggle : 

Under came Billy Neat, as Ajax under Ulysses. 

Spring came over him hard—and 3 to 2 was the betting. 


Mound the Heconv. 
Spring shewed the same strong guard, but ever ready for action. 
Neat began to breathe short, when, _came a flushy right-hander, 
Plump on his fore-head, and, lo! ream of the claret was flowing, 
* Sanguine’ as butchers will bleed, not at all like the ichor of angels. 
Out did he hit to the right—Spring sprung back—Neat again tried it, 
But, on the side of the head, he got such a lump of a twister, 
That he was turned quite round, and nearly saluted his mother.t 
Stupid and senseless he looked like a young whig lawyer of Embro’— 
(Some little mealy-faced pup, amazed with a recent suffusich 
From the uplifted leg of some big boardly bull-dog of Blackwood)— . 
Then did the hooting arise, from various people indignant ; 
And, in the hubbub loud, “ Cross, Cross!” was frequently mentioned. 
This brought Neat to,his senses, and straight he took to in-fighting. 
Bloody hits came from both—'twas head-work chiefly between them : 
Down in the end went Neat, and blue looked the betters of Bristol ! 


Round the Chirv. ; 


Neat tried his hand at hard hitting—and then were the heavy exchanges. 

But in one counter-hit, his blow was heavier than Tommy’s, 

© San ¢ as butchers will bleed, not at Sanguine, such as celestial spirits ma: 

all like Ag uherefengtey Nt gehtetiaaen... MOD. 
——“ From the + His mother] i.e. the Earth. This T 

A —_ A nectareous humour issuing, explain for the groundlings.-M. OD, 
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For it sent him away. Bill Neat then burst out a-laughing, 
Like the Olympian Gods at Vulcan handing the stingo.’ 

He followed up his success ; and after ringing the 
Planted a terrible lunge on the short-rib department of Thomas. 
Then he gave all his weight to a blow, and floored his opponent, 
Coming down with him himself. On this, a terrible‘uproar 
Rose from the Men of the West—a shout of jubilant cheering. 
Short is the vision of man! that very round had undone him, 
For, in the counter-hit, he broke a bone in his fore-arni. 

What is the name of the bone?—Well, since you ask me the question, 
Radius, tis called.by Cline, 2 most anatomical surgeon. 


Round the sSourth, 
Firm was the guard of Spring ; Neat worked most anxious to get in 
Vainly—for Spring baffled all his attempts, just as if he was sparring. 
Soon he took the offensive, and the woful yokels of Avon 
Heard his fists, right and left, rap! rap! on the body of Billy.* 
One—two nobbers, besides, did he administer freely ; 
All the while poor Bill felt out for the ribs with the left hand ; 
Every hit being short, and the right hand quite ineffective : 
Backward and forward jumped Spring; and grasping his burly opponent, 
Caught him up from the ground, and fell down fairly upon him. 
Glorious! sublime was the feat, and there was no saying against it. 
Bristol looked very blank, as blank as the Island of Byron. - : 
Loud did the Westerns cry, “‘ Bill, what has become of your right hand? 
Gemini, man! My eyes! Hey! Go it! What are you arter ?’¢ 
Betting was 5 to 1.—In fact, Bill Neat was defeated. 


Mounds Filth anv Hirth. 
Lump we a couple of rounds, for I’m in a devilish hurry, 
Being inyited to dine at the Dog an ck with Pearce Egan. 
Neat was quite stupified now, f a ne ice fellow, 
Who, as we happen to know, cann a man’s head from a turnip. 
All his hits were at random ; on getting a bodier slanting, , 
Down he'd have gone for time, but Spring, with the kindest intentions, 
Lent him a merry-go-down, to freshen his way in the tumble. 
Murmurs then were of foul play, as if he had fallen out of fancy 
Without the aid of a hit ; but Jackson, unerring as Delphi, - 
Stated the fact ‘as it was, ‘iad decision dwelt on his dictate. 
As for round the sixth, ’tis hardly worth the relating. 
Neat was pelted about, and knocked down like a cow in i shambles. 


Round the Hebenth, 
Still there was pluck in Bill ; Spring feared a customer rummisii , 
Cautiously, therefore, he fought and parried the sinister lunges. a 





© Heard his fists, right and left, rap! t A mere Phrenological fellow, who, as 
rap! on the body of Billy.| — Imitated we happen to know, sonst $a é seas 


head from a tw —See the or 
‘¢ Heard the bell from the tower toll! = . that Cleat Svat Professor T 
in the silence of 
Ap apiee —M. oD. 
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One, however, took place on the right lower ribs of the hero, 


CJuly; 


Whereon he sparred for a hit, which he planted with ease and affeetion, 
Right on the brain-box of Neat, who, though not given to praying, 
Sunk on his marrow-bones straight, in a fashion godly and pious. 
Instantly rose @ shout, a riff-raff-ruffianly roaring, 

Hallabulloo immense, a most voluminous yolley ; 

Cockneyland crowed like a cock, and the hills gave an echo politely. 


> Roundy Cighth and Last. 
Neat came up once more, but the fight was over ; again he 
Hit with the dexter arm, and felt that he now was defeated. 
Spring in a moment put in a ramstam belly-go fister— 
Down to the ground went Neat, and with him down went the battle. 


“ It is no use,” said Bill ; 


Therefore I must give in.” He 


** my arm, do you see me, is injured— 


, mournfully placing 


spoke—and 

On the sore part his hand, he shewed the fracture to Tom Spring. 
Seven-and-thirty minutes it lasted—ten of them wasted 
In-the first round alone. The glorious news came to London 
Somewhere about eight o’clock ; but still incredulous people 
Held the report as false ; and, even approaching to midnight, 
Bets were laid on Neat—so much was Spring undervalued. 

Woe was in Bristol town—woe, woe on the Severn and Avon ; 
Clifton, the seat of the gay, looked dull and awfully gloomy ; 
Grief was in Bath the polite; a mournful air of dejection 
Reigned o’er the tables of whist ; and mugs, as fair as the morning, 
Looked like the ten of spades, or the face of my Lord Grim-Grizzle.* 
_ Round the old Redcliff church was held an aggregate meeting, 
+Stormy and sad by fits—where some, with sceptical speeches, 
Doubted the fact of the case—or, cunningly erooking the fingers, 


Madea X in the open air, 


the moon-beams ; 


affronting 
Others but shook the head, and jingled tke coin in their pockets, 


Cheering themselves with the 


But in the shambles of Bristol, among 


of the gold for the last time. 
butcherly people, 


There was the blackness of sorrow ; loud oaths, or sorrowful moaning, 
Rung in the seat of slaughter---but slaughter now was suspended ; 
Mute was the marrow-bone now, the ancient music of Britain ; 
Cleaver, and bloody axe, steel, hand-saw, chopping-block, hatchet, 
Lay in a grim repose ; and the hungry people of Bristol 
Could not the following day get a single joint for their dinner. 
But when the cross was suggested, the whole black body of butchers 
Raged, like a troubled sea, with a wild and mutinous uproar. 

Such was the state of the West. Meanwhile Spring travelled to ee 
There to be hailed as the Champion bold of merry Old England. 
ee a irom was fastened with splinters— 





PT se Sn ee 


a ue gh Lard GrimGrizzke. 


of Hamby sto 
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it The whole black body of butchers raged, 

like a troubled a with a wild and. mati- 
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—“< The w ap tea body of darkness 
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And in the hee) of his fist Tom nobly inserted some shiners, = 

Bill was sulky, however; and still he lustily vaunted, © - 

That, if his erm had not broke, he must have been hile as the Champion 

That can be known, however, to the Fates and Jupiter only. 

Where ere the chaffers now, who swore that Spring was:no hitter? 

That he could scarce make a dint in a pound or a half-pound of butter ?— 

Melted all fast away, like the butter of which they were speaking. 

Long live the Champion Spring! and may his glorious annals 

Shine in the pages of Egan as bright as the record of Tom Cribb ! 

One man more must be fought, however ;—Arise to the eombat, | 

Rise for the Champion’s crown, arise, I say, Joshua Hudson! . 

That will be the fight—meanwhile Spring lords the ascendant ; 

Therefore huzza for Spring—and I make my bow to the public. 

[“« To-morrow for fresh fights and postures new. Facies ces 
D. 


*,* It is an undoubted historical faet, that Neat’s brotherhood, the butch- 
ers of Bristol, betted particularly thick upon him. He must be a rigid moral- 
ist, indeed, who wi condemn this. ‘* Butcherus sum, butcheriani nihil a me 
mony to,” will hold as truly, ay, and more truly, than the original pas- 

e dramatist, which asserted, that all human cares were participated 
ry Se all coe beings. The butchers, consequently, were severe 3 
one poor flesher bled to the tune of six hundred pounds—an amiable man, 
with an interesting wife and six small children. The green visage of the 
Sheriff was seen in the market ; and a vast quantity of the implements by 
which the most powerful of cattle fell, fell themselves in turn under the fatal 
hammer of the auctioneer. It is not wonderful, under such circumstances, 
that the butchers should shew much sore flesh. Among them gp sa sca 
belief that Neat did cross it ; and y he is not so popular a 


as the Reverend Neddy Irving, by several Besides, ial ee pride is" 
inst the belief, thet’ a Herefo mE man, bred in London, should subdue 
e flower of Bristol, the wonder of the western land. Neat, however, is a4 

Saas at the idea, and lgys the whole cireumferenee of the "blame w 

broken radius. We happened to be bye.in Bristol, when a Jour ps scm 4 

six feet twe high, of a mild countenanee, slightly pitted with the small-pox, 

and considerab y blo ‘blown up with brandy, was coming off a Southampton coach, 


in company with his father, a very Lombieding” seventeen-stone old body. 
The father and son were conversing affably about the late event, which has 
brought more ruin on the western empire then, any, disaster since the days 
Honorius ; and the son, just as he stepped down, remarked gently, “ By 
Neat sold the fight.” A man of @ eertain supeanhen, with his’: right 

, was standing by, and asked, with more energy. than politesse, “ 
the b dost thee speak of ?”—* Why,” said the youth, “ Neat, w 
the fight.” On which the man of the arm, putting his sinister bunch of 
fives, saluted the yeungein under the ear with a blow that 
seven feet six inches across the street, deposited him in a of safety i 
sink, and sent the blood gushing forth, with the most fluent liberality, from 
mouth, nose, and ears. ‘* Now,” said the striker, “I’m Neat ; what dost 
thee sa oS eguidiar —“ Nothing at all,” replied the strikee, he ost 


aes Sep tires erwin Deve. veneneeteee 

butehers, We. were ourself in agg Le yl srr inten ta i 

sawn.of tah Seta, oul. ieee anion 

= fine ond arnighle leeteher, who bad lost a quan can of ah on th 

He vented his indignation sadly against Bill Batis his wrath would net 

be He: ventured to suggest, that Bill’s arm being broken, quite did 
his chance ; and hinted, that. in fact, he, had-ne chavea even without 

the smash of his bone. In truth, we may as well at once tell the reader, that 

we leok upon Spring as the better man——tardy to be sure, something like a 
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reviewer, but still of guard impenetrable, great coolness, great courage, 
great science. Neat is a man more of genius than cultivation—in ruf- 
superb, in skill defective. Now, as we know that they are men of equal 
ght, or the di if any, is for Spring, he being 3 pounds 
vier, and that he has the pe heme: By nicer height, viz. 5 feet 
14 inches, while Neat is 6 feet } inch, we say that no ruffianosity can ever 
beat seience under such circumstances. This we stated with our utmost elo- 
uence to our friend the butcher, but in vain. He had a preconceived theory 
Neat could beat, and would not, which no facts could conquer, Un- 
doubtedly, however, our friend, the feller of oxen, is a man of genius ; for he 
wrote a song in the height of his indignation, of which he kindly gave us a 
copy, on condition that we should keep it a secret. We therefore commit it 
in confidence to our readers :— 


Lament of a big Bristol Butcher. 


I was as raw as butcher's meat, 
I was as green as cabbage, 


When re ool blunt on Billy Neat, 
The ugly-looking savage. 


2. 
I was as dull as Bristol stone, 
And as the Severn muddy, 
Or I should have had the humbug known, 
Of that big bruiser bloody. 


3. 
I was as dull as a chopping-block, 
As stupid as a jack-ass, 
Or I'd not have laid on such a cock 
One whiff of my tobaccoes. 


4. 
For budding flower, or leafing tree, 
I now don’t care a splinter ; 
For Spring is a colder thought to me 
Than the bitterest day of Winter. 


5. 
Woe, woe unto the market-place ! 
Woe, woe among the cleavers ! 
For sad is every greasy face 
Among Bill Neat’s oars. 


6. 
I’m rooked of notes both small and great, 
I’m rooked of every sovereign ; 
So bloody curses on Bill Neat, 
Whatever king may govern ! 


We do not hesitate to say, that the author of these verses is a poet, and are 
not without a hope, that the same age, which saw raised from humble degree 
to the | ts, or at least declivities, of Parnassus, such souls as those of our 
own, our friend Hogg the Shepherd of Ettrick, or, to leave him out of 
the question, of Clare the hedger, Cunningham the mason, Blomfield the 
herd, Keates the apothecary, and Mrs Yearsley the milkwoman, will also have 
the iness of witnessing the rise and progress of the author of this La- 
ment, Huggins, the butcher. 

: ; Quod Testor, 
‘ ‘ M. OD. 
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ON THE GORMANDIZING SCHOOL OF ELOQUENCE. 
No. I. 
MR D. ABERCROMBY. 


An empty head ahd an empty sto- 
mach, when found united, as they of- 
ten are, in one and the same indivi- 
dual, incapacitate their owner for any 
great mental or corporeal exertion. 
But take your man, and cram him 
with turtle soup, roast-beef, and cran- 
berry-tarts, and however Nature may 
abhor the dyer in his see aed 
u story, she is so with t 
saleden of his victualling-office, that 
she makes the belly perform the work 
of the brain, and shews what is in a 
man after three finished and regular 
courses of education. Look along 2 
large -public dinner, eaten either in 
the cause of F or the Fine Arts, 
and you will observe how ideas seem 
to be rising up from the very pits of 
their stomachs, into the countenances 
< the wee of the weer race. In 

probability, ev leman pre- 
sent has a ninny at cither elbow ; but 
that is of no earthly consequence ; the 
dinner does its duty ; the cook makes 
every cub a Canning; and the speaker 
on spare diet, what is he when brought 
into rivalry with some glutton of the 
. Gormandizing School, inspired by a 
peck of green peas, and ballasted with 

8s. per stone, sinking offals? 

We intend giving a monthly report 

of such dinners ; and without farther 
mble, begin with that of the Scot- 
tish Club, Liverpool, devoured upon 
the 18th of June, a. p. 1823. The 
Members of the Club, (so we are in- 
formed by our friend Mr Merrit’s 
excellent paper, the Advertiser,) met 
in the Castle Inn, Lord-Street, many 
of them in “ splendid Highland dress- 
pees % va ge gg of eter yt 
‘avourite dish, the is, graced the 
festive board,” &c. me most hi-« 
deous and indecent dish, Burns, who 
did not stick at trifles, said, “ ow 
hurdies like twa distant hills ;” an 
when people sit down to dine with 
their own hurdies bare, nothing bet- 
ter can be ex: from them, than 
to place a pair upon the table, and to 
aver that they “ grace the festive 
board,” But we race rotest 
against the doctrine that yom 
to be the national and characteristic 
diet of Scotland. What may have 





been the case long ago, that is to say, 
mid-way between the Flood anid the 
Union of the two kingdoms, we cannot 
tell, never having been addicted to ar- 
chaiological researches. But this we 
will say, that no Hi ever ate 
a haggis ina kilt upon a hill of hea- 
ther, and that if such a thing were to 
be found lying in a glen, no untravel- 
led Highlander w be able toswear . 
conscientiously upon the Bible, whe- 
ther it belonged to the vegetableking- 
dom, was a pair of bellows, or a new- 


ly-imported bag-pipe. In all like- 
lihood he would, with that curiosit 


natural to all savages, stick his dir 
into its hurdies ; and bei nerally 
in a state of h » he ae i 
with tasting, finish with devour- 
ing the contents thereof. But still he 


would not believe it to be indi ; 
nor, in after life, during his sojourn in 
pool or any other remote town, 
would he devoutly bow down to it, 
and ps ap dag aod fe 
country’s gods. Into the history o 
the haggis, we have not time this 
month to inquire, nor do we know at 
present wheten it originally was the 
dish of a free people or a nation of 
slaves. But, however like its “ hur- 
sn be a. Bree mese hills,” the 
Highlanders have no opportunity 
in their own country of making the 
comparison ; and onee more we enter 
our protest against this attempt to at- 
tribute a Celtic origin to the “ a 
chieftain of the pudding race,” w 
name and lineage, smell and sound, 
are exceedingly Gothic. 

However, be the history of the hag- 
gis what it may, there can be no 
doubt that Mr D. Abercromby must 
have lubricated the coats of his sto- 
mach with it most assiduously, before 
he could di the following ora- 
tion. “ Bulwark of Liberty, and 
the Foe of Despotism, a Free - 
having been drunk, the Gormandizer, 
ie Be arose, and thus vivaveced the 


ss Mr CHAIRMAN, 
from my’ earliest years, 


the toast which you ha drunk, 
Tata teed wrdietabs ueediropa gate 
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attention for a few moments; not, indeed, 


for the the 
Guar cathy have tant poaed cyan On 
religious, and' the poli 


| 


£ 
F 


rE 


anniversary of an event which will ever be 
Sener = SP seneie st Se - ap 
) i on w . hist w 
with t, and the anniversary 
of many a noble 


to ages yet unborn the theine 
story. Need I state, that 
T allude to the glorious battle of Waterloo ? 
That event is of so very recent date, and the 
so very familiar to all of you, 

unnecessaril 


‘own dear * isle of the ocean ;’ and never 
‘were more noble deeds of daring performed 
eS Sead were a day Nearer Uy a 
| ate countrymen, ‘the and hardy 
of the North— 
Paerenrre 


* Lads who 

Bold Scottis 

‘What a glorious exordium !—and how 

redolent of haggis and heather, 

i ee See. Paves Se 
man 


July, 
self into a belief gal os re 
Napoleon: Nothing sa 
but to celebrate the anniversary of the 
Battle of Waterloo, where, however 
oe the itch of fighting, there was 
butter than brimstone, and where 
the few hundred Higlilanders that 
Seopusched room at Quatre Bras, were 
ike so many haggises, and 
left with their Iuindies to fatten 
soil of thé so pee Netherlands. 
What better is all this vapouring about 
a day of blood, than the imitative 
cock-a-doodle-dooing of schoolboys, 
who have chanced to see two game~ 
cocks slaying each other, and who keep 
Spring their arms as if they were 
ves the combatants, and all so 
many bloody-lieeled Ginger-Piles? 

But Mr D. Abercromby now leaves 
the e ed: field of Waterloo, 
and tells Scottish Club why ‘they 
are all met —s which, we pres 
sume, but for his well-timed informa+ 
tion, would have remained a’ secret 
even from themselves. 

“‘ The objects for which the Scottish 
Club was instituted, are such as to com. 
mend themselves to the judgment of every 
man acquainted with them, and to do equal 
credit to the head and the heart of him who 
prep its ck tone and to you who 

ve matured ani ught it to its t 
high state of respectability and eacdatnead. 
These objects, I believe, I will be correct 
Sy Geir 
an , the su of the 
sick, and the ete seal you, Second- 
ly, The promotion of that emor patria 
which is inherent in every man, but which 
is peculiarly characteristic of Scotchmen. 
And, lastly, To preserve from extinction, 
amidst the ever-varying and fantastical fa- 
shions of every-day invention, the liar 
pectic pamcotremer: eee ey . me 
u our patience for a few mo- 
ae vine pricy n make a few hastily- 
concocted observations on each of these in 
their order.” 

Here the excellence of his remarks 
proves the fulness of his stomach. Ha- 
ving, in his skilful exordium, declined 
any historical exposition of the power 
of the Press over the destinies of man, 
which he felt inwardly would have 
been aneedlesscondiment to that high- 
ly-savoured dish, a haggis—with si- 
milar j t, he remarks, ‘ It 
Suet ie tte to 

sense, to shew, Dy any 

ened remarks, the necessity of 

i ision: for infirmity, sick- 
ness, and old re.” He then slides on, 
with an alacricy only possible ima 
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well-dined orator, into the proof of this 
difficult and shews, 
satisfaction of fat 


then launches 
e found in range of our 
n ng eloquence. . 
“ Highly conducive to the attainment 
of these i 


Author of Christianity, ‘ you love 
one another,’ the pleasures of the festive- 
board are refined and consecrated ; it sheds 
an almost ifying influence over the 
joy-inspiring bowl, and imparts to our con- 
vivial intercourse a charm more than hu- 
man.” 

This isthe ne plus yltra—the Land’s+ 
end—the John-o’-Groat’s House—the 
— —-o a 
—of the oratory Haggi . 
To Mr D. Abercromby, tadeed, be- 
longs the “ Os magna sonaturum.” 
If he eats as he spouts, (and it should 
be so,) his jawbones must be more 
destructive than any recorded in his- 
toty, sacred or pi e; and, to use 
his own words, with-a slight and par- 
donable alteration, he must “ exhibit 


great object of the Liver- 

Scottish Club, al h it seems 

us that is somewhat like carrying 

to Newcastle. ‘‘ It is,” says our 

izer,‘‘ inherent in every man, 

but peculiarly characteristic of Scotch- 

men.” If so, why club to promote it ? 
Hear the Haggis ! 

“ Never can a Scotchman cease to love 


No. I, Mr Di Abercromby. 


sit t ] 


Hi 


the establishment of 
and the zealous and fai 
our ministers, have, under God, 
such happy and pleasant effects.” 
Mr D.. Abercromby has now 
hard at it, tooth and nail, sn 
snifter, bubble and squeak, 
a quarter of an hour, or 
nutes, and yet he is fresh ‘as a 
year-old, anid without a symptem- 
closing his potato-trap. It is now, 
shall suppose, about ten o'clock i 
evening, and each member has 
ed his a barley-broo. 
toms of yawning are exhibited, anc 
man the mandate of “ Silence! Si« 
lence !” when our Gormandizer ex- 
claims— 


E 


i 


2 
link 


es 


aie 


‘¢ Pardon me, gentlemen, for 
so much of your time, praerraban 


a 
moment to glance at the third object which 
the Scottish Club may be said to have 
in view at its establishment, namely 
preserve from extinction, amidst the ever- 

i fantastical 





On the Gormandizing School of Eloquence. 


: 


convert, as it were b ic, these v 
Sie Gd omen, tesa os Desmeosleos 
the oy tal Aart into the 
loyal and intrepid defenders of their kin 
and country. And how did he frvcnube s 
this ? How ‘did he rouse the slumbering 


gr 
well was he rewarded for this libera- 
i loyalty and patriotism of a body 
en who valued life only as conducive 
to their country’s fame. Cold is the heart 


tartan. It is your desire to pre-’ 

is dress indeed; but it is to pre- 

with it the sentiments and 

@ generous patriotism—to 

cherish the love of country, and to perpe- 

tuate to future ages a remembrance of the 
glories of the Scottish name.” 

Never was the case of Kilt versus 
Breeches so powerfully pleaded before. 
But, pray, sir, do you call breeches the 
dress of a woman, as well as stays and 


[Jaly, 
tticoats ? The Highlanders were for- 

id wearing kilts, and forced to put on 
breeches. Why the devil should that 
be likened to forcing Englishmen, at 


‘ the point of the bayonet, to'wear stays 


and petticoats? Mr Abercromby must 
have been getting into a state of civi~ 
lation. But hear the finale. 

s¢ If it had not been for the distinction: 
of the Hi d dress, the name of Scot. 
land would not have been heard of as the 
nurse of warriors who fought and triumph- 
ed at Maida, and Egypt, and Waterloo ; 
and it is the wish of the Scottish Club to 
fan those sacred fires which shall hereafter 
glow in the hearts of the brave, and the 
free, and the loyal sons of the North, at 
the recollection of Scotland's heroic deeds, 
and Scotland’s domestic virtues. Such, 

tlemen, is an imperfect sketch of the 
Objects which the Scottish Club have in 
view.” 

If it had not been for the distinction 
of the Highland dress!—O Paddy 
from Cork, with your coat button 
behind, what do you think of that ? 

When Mr D. Abercromby comes to 
Edinburgh, he must favour us with 
his company at Ambrose’s. We, too, 
belong to the Gormandizing School of 
Eloquence, and will speak or eat him 
for a trifle, giving him five minutes 
start, and seven to four. 





THE TORY. 
Lettres I. 


Tue name of Tory was once ob- 
noxious, from its connexion with the 
dangerous and exploded doctrines of 
the Stuarts. But time changes the 
. spirit of titles as well as of men. 
Toryism, in 1823, is the representa- 


tive of Whiggism in 1688. The tre-" 


mendous lesson of the French Revo- 
lution, has perhaps impressed it with 
a deeper fear o: pope r licentious- 
ness, and a more solemn deference for 
the wisdom % = ancient institu- 
tions ; it may feel an inferior jealo 

of the ions, from a fuller cupeidnan 
of the checks on its power ; and a 
keener alarm at innovation in politics 
and religion, from the knowledge that 
itis only preparative to the betrayal 
of both. But in all that made the 
great national service of Whiggism in 
1688,, its Psi ree Gi ie 
ti privileges, its honest love i- 
iy its hofmage to the supremacy 


the laws, its vigilance over the con ” 


duct of ministers, its sincere revé- 
rence for the Constitution in Church 
and State, Toryism now stands on 
the same lofty ground with the spirit 
of our glorious Revolution. 

It will be the purpose of this, and 
succeeding letters, to place those truths 
in a clear point of view. The evidence 
shall be taken, not from surmises, nor 
from the suspicious statements of par- 
ty, but from the lips-of the individuals 

emselves, on those most important 
questions which compel a declaration 
of opinion. ~ The Peninsular war of 
1808 ‘has been the principal test of 
our day. 

In some previous observations un- 
der another —_ T have detailed the 
language of the Leader of O ition, 
Lord Grey, and proved him, out of 
his own mouth, to have been altoge- 
ther incompetent to guide the public 
mind on that momentous question. I 
have shewn this chief of Whiggism to 








adopted views, not merely tinged 
nary weakness of human 
judgment, but degraded by utter igno- 
rance Of the’subject, by a weak preju- 
dice against all that belonged to a 
manly policy, by an absurd homage 
for the enemy, and by a miserable 
powerlessness of feeling with the feel- 
ings of England. With Whiggism at 
the head of affairs, the great Spanish 
Insurrection would have been extin- 
guished in its own blood, the Conti- 
nent in chains to this hour, and France, 
under the Napoleon dynasty, the terror 
and the tyrant of Europe. If we had 
peace, it would have been purchased 
by some wretched humiliation, and it 
wauld have been only a hollow truce 
preparatory to a war of extermina- 
tion. If we had war, it would have 
been.a lingering and a struggle 
against power accumulating day by 
day; war without energy and with- 
out end ; reluctant, fearful, success- 
less, and desperate. Or, if we are to 
believe that no man born on the soil 
of England could thus abuse her 
cause, what is the alternative? We 
must decide that the Whigs, in their 
bitter reprobation of our Peninsular 
policy, were totally insincere; that 
they inwardly honoured what they 
publicly abjured ; and that their lan- 
guage was only one of the miser- 
able artifices of party, eager to attract 
partizans, and, for the sake of a few 
contemptible votes, to vilify the name, 
and hazard the fates of their country. 
In memorable contrast to those dis- 
astrous expositions, I shall give some 
extracts from the sentiments of the 
present head of the administration ; a 
man whose integrity, public spirit, 
and. knowledge of government, are 
honoured beyond panegyric, in the re- 
spect and confidence of the nation. 
’ In the year 1808, on the first break- 
ing out of the Spanish Insurrection, 
when the prospects and power of 
Spain were yet all uncertainty, and 
France was sitting on the height of a 
dominion which seemed to defy all re- 
sistance and all casualty, Lord Liver- 
1 thus threw down the pledge which 
e and his fellow-ministers have since 
so mre redeemed. ‘a ’ 
* With respect to Spain, the people 
of that country had manifested a spirit 
and determination to resist the at- 
tempts of their inyaders, which would 
have done honour to the most glorious 





period of their history, and which, 
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"1 
e pressure of such 
difficulties. Such a scene every matt 
in the House, man in the coun- 
try, must vo he the liveliest i 
faction ; and what every generous heat 
must wish should be Bone’ fi el 
of so glorious a cause, his Mayesiy’s 
Ministers would feel it their duty to do. 
With regard to what information they 
had received of the designs or thehopes_- 
of those brave and resolute men, Who, 
in defence of their country’s independ=. 
ence, were exposing themselves “to 
everything which a powerful and san 
guinary tyrant devise or inflict, 
it could not be expi that he should 
now unfold it, is Majesty’s Mini- 
sters were fully sensible of the ‘ex- 
treme pen of this event, and 
he trusted they would be found to act 
accordingly.” —Debate of January 30, 
i808. n 
' I give this fragment as an evidence 
of the early decisiveness of Admini- 
stration. While those who had inso- 
lently and exclusively assumed’ the 
name of friehids of heer —s were fee~ 
bly retracting, or culpably aaaie ae : 
the English Cabinet, witha boldness 
sagacity that dothem matchless honour, 
took the cause of liberty, bound’ 
themselves at once to theSpanish cause; 
and, on the strength of their ag 
to that cause, demanded to be 
before the nation. The trials of this 
fidelity must not be forgotten. ' The 
— cause was, after the first burst 
of triumph, uniformly disastrovs. In 
two years from the French Invasion, 
the whole military force of Spain was. 
annihilated ; her armies and generals 
had been trampled like dust under the’ 
heels of France, her civil government 
was in the hands of Na’ , her 
revenue was gone, her lies were. 
in revolt ; a French army, greater than 
the greatest that had broken down: 
martial Germany, had flooded indo- 
lent, unwarlike Spain. The roots’ of 


Bs lehicaprr cahse veya Baar! d, 
e powers of resistance were 


sion of England had tee waka cod 
sion of E - 
while Opposition hpng their ommous' 
heads over the rnin,’ and ‘alwiost, tri-' 
‘in it’as a proof of ‘their’ prow’ 
phecy, Ministers renewed their pledge 
to Spain’ and manfully foresaw her’ 


In L d Liverpool’s speech in ol! 
commencement of 1809, this’ sentis’ 
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vi ‘the peuatire sireasion of the 
parties engaged in the contest. He en- 
those who were inclined to de- 
spond, to consult the records of histo- 
ry, and to review those instances of 
-who had been compelled to 
le for their independence in cir- 
mstances similar to those in which 
he were now placed. There 
it would be found, that nations, often 
maintaining the le for ten or 
twenty years, in the course of which 
ad been almost uniformly worst- 
ed in battle, had eventually succeeded, 
ip spite of the triumphs of their adver- 
in eearing the object for which 
c . It was difficult to con- 
ceive any situation which would war- 
better hopes of ultimate success 
nat of Spain at this day. The 
gs ng ya thes resist- ia 
to Jer ; and it was 
ince since th Pei aeies 


tance since the 
in which» whole pope e had ta- 


Up 3 _s 

was as large as 
~ that t Fr co within iis ancient i. 
mits, and the country possessed many 


hich were extremel 
Serco 


» to 


July, 
the value of whicli the Spanish his« 
tory ought to teach us duly to appre. 
ciate. 

~ * * * x 

“ The cause, in itself, was most in- 
teresting to the best feelings of the hu- 
man mind ; it offered the last chance 
of salvation to the continent of Eu- 
rope ; and, taken in a more contracted 
point of view, our own immediate se- 
curity was in some measure involved 
in its fate. He asked, then, if nothing 
was to be risked in support of a gene- 
rous ally ? if nothing was to be risked 
for the re-establishment of the general 
tranquillity? In fine, if nothing was 
to be risked for our own safety and in- 
dependence ?”——Debate of June 19, 
1809. 

On the moving of the address in the 
chief debate that took place in 1809, 
Lord Grey had inveighed against ad- 
ministration, on the ground that they 
had not sufficient reason, in the spirit 
of Spain, for involving England initsal- 
liance. His ip went over the beat- 
en track of “‘ husbanding and preserving 
our resourees,” till some great unex- 

success should excite our libe- 
rality. It was “ no sudden ebullition;” 
(such was this statesman’s concepti 
of the rising of Spain,) “‘ that should 
have led us to depart from our econo~ 
my.” His Majesty’s Ministers should 
have waited to see a regular and vigor- 
ous administration establishedin Spain, 
as well as a spirit of proper resistance 
in the people, before they assisted the 
nation. Or, to give the simple interpre- 
tation of opposition wisdom, Ministers 
should have seen the Spaniards trium- 
phant before they rendered them assist- 
ance ; France ought to have been re- 
pelled before a British trigger was pull- 
ed ; and the, famous proclamation’ of 
the 16th of December, 1807, by which 
the nationsmade common cause, should 
have been med till it could have 
been published upon the Pyrenees. 
Yet, to do justice to angry it 
should be remembered, that they al- 


lowed, “ if there was a proper spirit in 
the people, assistance should not be 
w withheld.” I acknowledge ‘the 


erosity of this allowance ; but when 
Lond Grey proteting oguinst lavish 
‘Grey ing against “ lavish- 

ing the national resources,” or “ send~ 
ing an army,” as the very “ aomé of 
sony I — meyeel in imagi- 
nin mighty co-operation which 
withholds both men and money, and 
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scot to pene Me 


with a due bending of the knee before . 


Buonaparte. Commencing with con- 
—_ of our ally, it suitably closed 
Rad ail the Spposite qualities of Fabius 
ities of Fabius 
and Marcellus ;” he rivalled “‘ Hanni- 
bal in the application of his means, 
and was exempt from his only fault, 
that of not im ing by his past ex- 
i ” To this fervour of praise 
what could lend an additional glow ? 
Lord Grey finds it in the contrast- 
ed rashness, levity, and hazard, of Mi- 
nisters. Napoleon “‘ never enters into 
an enterprize = a caleulation of 
consequences ; he never exposes his for= 
tune to risk, on the desperate roa ¥ 
@ distant possibility of success.” Sw 
is Lord Grey’s penetration into cha- 
racter ; so Ww, prejudiced, and 
feeble, was his estimate of that great 
military gambler ; so little capable was 
this Whig of seeing human fallibility 
in the bloodiest enemy of human free- 
dom., The Marquis Wellesley at once 
Napoleon to be “a man 
prone to great hazards, and sure to be 
ruined by his rashness in the end.” 
>, Lerd. Liverpool’s answer to Lord 
Grey’s si was worthy of 
the man and of the cause. 

“* The noble Earl (Grey) had cen- 
sured his Majesty’s government for 
precipitation. He declared it his 

inion, that they ought to have wait- 

to ascertain the probability of the 
success of patriotism in Spain, before 
they offered the Spaniards assistance. 
This was a most extraordinary opi- 
nion. What! when the feeling of re- 
sistance and op ion was so strong 
and so general in Spain, would it have 
been honourable to the British cha- 
racter, had his Majesty’s ministers 
told the gallant Spaniards, ‘ We will 
not give you aid, while you are most 
in want of it, while your efforts at 
— are in their infaney ; 
t.we will Py ee our assistance till 
are. in strength, and need it 
Lares -Had such been the language of 
his. Majesty’s ministers, they would 
have i deserved the reprobation 
of man in the country.” . 
; ery Ns cleared oP the princi- 
the co-operation, he rapidly re- 
aot the charge of rash nn 
.. © His Majesty’s ministers, in em- 
barking in. that cause, were not so 
weak, so-improvident, so foolish, as 


open plain to contend with the 
pear eam the superior rath ; 
and the rior generalship, a 
Cr fat ak Sep auc 
no ight 
mer mene not yet guilty of caleulating 
ith certainty upon impossibilities. 
They did not expect that such a cause 
as the cause of Spain, to be fought for 
with such an enemy as the Ruler of 
France, could be determined in one 
cam " ca 
He turns to the proof from 
history, that national resistance ¢ofi« 
tains the sure seeds of triumph. 
* I cannot feel lukewarm in my 
hope, that the efforts of Spain will be 
your lodshipe eavaider the’ grtat 
your ec 
ular revolutions that have pote ony 
ve they ultimately succeeded. with- 
_Vicissi ? Switzerland 
and Holland are instances of. this ; 
but, above all, America. In that fatal 
contest with America, we had gained 
every battle, we had taken every town 
which we had besieged, until pel 
ture of General Burgoyne, and yet 
Americans ultimately in the 


contest. In the 
portant Pie 
and nature nae 


of success? Does not its. 


forbid despair ?” 


He then turns, with brief but vig 


_ Yous sarcasm, to the pluckless p 


of the es. ear. 

_“ The noble Earl (Grey) concluded 
his speech with a censure on the con< 
duct of his Majesty’s ministers. The 
noble Earl may not Y of our 
measures ; so neither do I approve of 
his. counsels. I do not approve of 
those sublime operations in Egypt, at 
Buenos-Ayres, at Constantin and 
other places, that emanated from the 
wisdom of those with whom the noble 
Earl had been used to act.” ~ 

He then closes with a lofty and 
tay Psncazrig on the sof 
pou sympathy and Spanish resist- 

“ Upon the whole, I have the sitie- 














80 
his Majesty's government, to reflect; 
PoP a ail may be the consequences 
of the le in which we are em- 
pes we have not ion the ney 
Spanish’ ; we know that 
nag! f true Spanish heart beats high 
for this country ; we know that, what- 
ever may happen, they will not accuse 
us. Submission may be the lot which 
they are fated to endure in the end ; 
but they do not impute to us the cause 
of their misfortunes. They are sen- 
sible, that neither the thirst after com- 
merce, nor territory, nor security, is to 
be imputed to us in the assistance we 
have afforded to them on this most 
important occasion. Whatever may 
be the result, we have done our duty ; 
we have not despaired ; we have per- 
severed, and we will do so to the last, 
while there is anything left to contend 
for with a of success.”—De- 
bate of April 21, 1809. 
To thi werful and luminous 
f which I have given but a 
t, but of which the whole de- 
serves to be studied, and is not less an 
honour toits speaker, than anexposition 
of the policy of the war—no reply could 
be ; and Opposition, brokendown 
at once by defeats in the legislature, 
and uR ity with the nation, 
abandoned its resistance for a time. 
New casualties at length arrived to its 
succour, and.it rose again, to impede 
the interests, and degrade the honour, 
of the empire. 
Why do I insist. upon the conduct 
of the Whigs in the peninsular war ? 
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Because it was the very crisis of Eu» 
rope; hecause it was more than a war 
—it was a conflict of the principles of 
freedom with tyranny—a great trial 
of the question of national independ- 
ence against universal domination ; 
because such was the palpable and in- 
trinsic interest of the contest to Eu- 
rope, to England, and to freedom, that 
those who could not honour the re- 
sistance of Spain, or see its vital con- 
nexion with the hope of nations, must 
be either fools or knaves. 

But if our contempt for Whiggism 
eould be deepened, what could throw 
it into more cureless ridicule than its 
present clamour for Spanish insurrec- 
tion ; a miserable, half-cast descend- 
ant of French Jacobinism—repelled 
by the people, revolting to national 
manners, uncalled-for by the necessi- 
ties.of the country, and, at the sight 
of punishment, flying in despair to the 
remotest corner of Spain? What can 
be more ridiculous than that charlatan 
Wilson, deported from village to vil« 
lage of Portugal, in the midst of 
= disgust, and, like a beggar, lashed 

k to his parish? What more silly, 
than the attempt to bolster up the 
emaciated fraud of Whig boasting at 
home, by fetes and fooleries in taverns 
and theatres? The failure of the Spa- 
nish ball was ludicrously complete— 
the influence of quadrilles and sylla~ 
bubs, in sustaining a national war, has 
been found impotent—and the Whigs 
are without resource for revolutions to 
come. 
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TO EMINENT LITERARY CHARACTERS, 


VIl. 


To the Editor of Blackwood’s Magazine. — 


Dear Nortu, 


THank you for the Quarterly. I 
have just ced through it with ra- 
ther a hasty eye, and send you, as you 
wish, my opinions concerning it. You 
rather ish me when you. tell me 
that e are amazed at some of my 
former remarks. You are asked, you 
say, what you mean by abusing the 
Quarterly every now and then, and 

every now and then puffing the Edin- 
As to the latter, that is mere 
matter of taste. The Edinburgh is de- 
cidedly going down ; it is hardly seen 
in decent company now-a-days, and I 
i it owes whatever cir i 


it retains, to the desire which all buy- 





ers of periodicals feel of continuing 
their sets. Therefore, if a good article, 
a rara avis, nay, a rarissima, appears 
in the Edinburgh, it is open to you to 
praise it, without any fear of hurting 
your own side of the question. You 
may say that Jeffrey’s review of Si- 
mond, for example, was light, sketchy, 
and pleasant, trifling agreeably, and 
just fit for the calibre of the re- 
viewer. You may allow that Sydney 
Smith can still. trim off an article, 
which, if you be in agreat hurry, you 
might admit into your Magazine. You 
may confess that Brougham is a good 
sort of scold,, whose intemperance to 
his literary superiors amuses you, on 
the same principle that you are amu-~ 





1823.7] 
sed by the slang of a blackguard going 
it against a gentleman. This, I repeat, 
= A these 
gentlemen are it parties ; 
and sy acm oe , the buf- 
foonery of the parson, the Billingsgate 
of Brougham, serve to float the lumber 
of the. stottery of Macculloch, and 
filth of Hazlitt. We now look on it 
as a sort of fangless viper, which we 
allow to crawl about, permitting our~ 
selves to smile now and Ahen, if any 
of its slimy contortions please the fan- 
cy of the moment, knowing that it can 
dono hurt. It is indeed quite helpless 
at present. Look at the articles in the 
last on Slates and Virginius, and other 
erockery-ware. Why, sir, the work 
which talks of such trash, except, by a 
sentence or so, to dispose of them for 
ever, is destroyed. 

Therefore it is that you may praise 
a good article of the Edinburgh, as I 
said before. When it went forth tri- 
umphing and to triumph ; when its 
slander andscurrility dealt death about 
it, it would have been treason to have 
pointed out anything good whieh it 
contained ; it would have been a dere- 
liction of duty not to have taken the 
monster by the horns, and shewn him 
forth in full brutality, proving that, 
there were 


strong as he was in vice, 
still giants in the land who could over- 
master his evil mews But now, when 


he has neither mee nor horn, re only 
a pair of great long ears to prick up in 
detent is moe an act of Chris- 
tian charity, which does not at all in- 
terfere with our allegiance to Tory- 
ism, to hold forth to admiration the 
good points of the creature. Puff ac- 
cordingly, if it so pleases you, any 
good article which you may see im- 
mersed in the Serbonian bog of Con- 
stable’s. Review, without fear. The 
concern is about as low as their old al- 
ly Dicky Phillips's affair, which I am 
told is still published somewhere about 
Fleet-ditch. . 

Then, as.to finding fault with the 
Quarterly, it strikes me to be pure im- 
pertinence in any of the Quarterly 
people to endeavour to bind you up. 
The principles of that journal I ad- 
mire, I love—I mean its political prin- 
ciples. But am I to acknow-~ 
ledge it ount in literature P— 
Not I! Have not I as good a right to 
give an opinion on.a book, as such peo- 
ple as. Mi or Whittaker? In 
truth _I have, and shall as liberally ex- 
ercise my privilege of finding fault 


. 
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with them, as they do with other wri- 


ters, if I think them . The 
ability of many, of most of its articles, 
I not only admit, but am proud of. T 
think it does honour to our party to have 
such powerful writing engaged in its 
cause ; but, at the same time, I cannot 
shut my eyes to its occasional puffery 
and humbug, by which it sometimes 
betrays that cause. I cannot see why 
the mere circumstance of its being 
printed by Mr Murray, should render 
it necessary that every one of Mr Mur- 
ray’s books, no matter how infamous 
or indecent, should be puffed off, di- 
rectly or indirectly ; and, above all, I 
cannot see why we are to hold our 
tongues, or wink atsuch conduct. Still 
farther, when I see a Review, profess- 
ing to be the of 'Toryism, turn< 
ing round on Lord C Llor— 
w “ge we view him wn vicdee of 
ings, honour, integrity, know: of 
law, impartiality, and talent, must be 
considered to be. the man who 
ever sat in Ch , the very. nucleus 
of our principles—abusing him and re- 
viling the law of the land, because the 
judge and the law will not allow Mr 
Murray to make money by the sale of 
foul works—works altogether opposed. 
to the wee and religious views 
which the Review supports, I must 
speak out, if nobody else will, and 
protest that the Quarterly does not ut- 
ter my sentiments, in this instance at 
least. ‘To Mutray’s using the’ engine- 
in his hands for puffing off the fair 
books which he publishes, I do not 
object. I think, indeed, that it is bad: 
taste to do it so much as he does ; but 
I do ese strenuously object to the 
Quarterly’s giving up, in any case, its 
party for the abe of he publaduer. 
Without further preface, then, I beg 
leave to remark, that there is too mtic 
France in this number. Of thirteen 
articles, six areon French works, which 
is more than needful in an respon 
review, particularly as there have 
so many books worth reviewing, pub- 
lished since the last appearance of the 
Quarterly. It strikes me that both 
Edinburgh and Quarterly pay too li- 
mited attention to our own liteentitee : 
that they are anything but a fair pic- 
ture of the actual state of the writing 
world among us. They are just a 
bundle of Essays on Sacks apparently 
selected at random, or, at most, with a 
view to serve their booksellers. The 
old Monthly Review is a much fairer 
record of our current literature in this 





its eri stupid and 
y are, with an 


HEL 


Ef 


is Hi 
the Constitutional me 3; a clever 

ina irit, by Mr Cro- 
Ker, & proper spirit, by 


opine. It is, indeed, 
mae Regal ner aggro 
its udi _ A 

| pene apg dees eulogium on Burke, 
quotes a character of that great man 
from an old Number of the Edinburgh 
‘Review that long since had been con- 
signed to the pastry-cook. Burke, teste 
Jeffrey, was a man of no judgment, no 
principles, no firmness, no honesty—he 
i er, no man of busi- 
ness, no orator! There is a critic six 
feet and a half high, for you! In the 
inion of the aa 

who actually can speak to thei 


i from standing, the only 
period of J ’s harangues—Burke 
danke goon We have here nicely 

orator Jeffrey versus no- 
orator Burke, and the Irishman is 
iti the King of Men, as 
Hazlitt, the gallant of Southampton- 
street, Holborn, styles his friend.— 
Burke’s shade may, however, derive 
pe m the fact, that 
great ingenious person 
discovered also that Swift was no wit, 
Wordsworth no poet, Pindar unable 
to write Greek, Addison not worth 
reading, Socrates a scoundrel, Burns 
nothing but a blackguard. In a word, 
eres seeenee e-be nenek:in 
day with Jeffrey the great, the advo 
ne Seley Some, 
words at aes for the Edin 

Review. But, to be serious, why di 
C. quote such trash? Would he turn 
up the pages of the heroes of the 
Dunciad for a character of Pope? or if 
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[duly, 
he did casually come in contact-with 
any such trumpery, would he have 
given himself ro trouble of ae 
pressing disgust? Of course, he w 
not—he would merely laugh at the 
poor creature ; and yet there never was 
such a fathomless distance between 
Dennis and Pope, as between Jeffrey 
and Burke. 
. ‘The ninth and tenth articles,on Ma+ 
dam Campan’s Marie Antoinette,—the 
Dutchess of Angouleme’s Narrative of 
the Ji to Varennes,—her Private 
Memoirs of what in the Temple, 
and Louis X VIII.’s Narrative of his 
Journey, are by the same accomplished 
hand, and in the same spirit, as the first 
article. I think C., however, rather 
hard on poor Louis, and that your own 
review wasmuch fairer ; but hedoesam~ 
ple justice to the sublime, simple, and 
touching Memoirs of the Daughter of 
France. I defy any man of human feel< 
ings to read the eee 
terly, the heart-rending page which 
gives an account of the sufferings of the 
= child whohad the misfortune tobe 
uis X VII.—the poor, dear, innocent, 
unhappy, little creature, in his priva- 
tions, his terrors, his neglect, his lone- 
liness; and his almost sublime silence 
on emotion. It proves how 

‘act surpasses fiction. No writer would 
have dared to imagine such a charac- 
ter as the docile, courteous, obedient — 
child, who never spoke again, after 
having been forced by monsters in hu- 
man to sign a deposition against 
his nibtioor: Well does the Quarterly 
remark, that even the Queen's own ap~ 
~~ the maternal hearts of her 

, Was not so patlietic, so irresist« 
ible a touch as this. 

-The Reviewer remarks on these 
things, like a man whose heart .is wor- 
thy of his genius. Why does Croker 
do nothing of his own? Surely, sure- 
ly he might be the Swift of our time 
if he pleased. 

The second article is on Burton’s 
Rome, with a learning _ 
pleasantry to reward its perusal. e 
ime talks a little twaddle about 
church ceremonies, fretted vaults, state- 
ly columns, &c. which so good a Pres- 
byterian as I am cannot swallow, but 
certainly shall not fight about. 





. *Geod Timothy, abuse whom you please, but the Monthly is a very good book—for, 
§ » it contains fest-rate articles every new and then’; and, 2dly, itis less than-any pe- 


» Ne 
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_ Article third is on.Arago’s Voyage 
Round the World, and a capital cutting 
up of.an empty ieee coxcomb hi 
e may expect, 1, ar 
acienibun comm wry hope so. 
He is a most superlative jackass. 
_. The fourth article, on the Poor Laws, 
is a very superficial and moderate af- 
fair ; but is perhaps quite as. well on 
that.account ; for there is not a hu- 
man being who will now read a grave 
treatise om so unpromising a subject. 
The evil, as. it-prevails in England, is 
confessedly enormous; but the pri- 
vilege of murmuring now alone re- 
mains, all classes appearing to aban- 
don exertion as hopeless, under the 
weight of this irremediable calamity. 
The . fundamental principle ef the 
English Poor Laws, viz. that the Le- 
i can by its fiat create unli- 
mited means of subsistence, and an 
unlimited demand for labour, is now 
universally disowned ; but it is easier to 
disavow the principle, than to recal its 
practical effects ; and the whole subse- 
uent legislation of the sister kingdom, 
‘been a wretched struggle in detail, 
to counteract the master-principle of 
misgovernment, which, in the first in- 
stance, struck’ down. the moral feeling 
of independence. Some of the wisest 
and ablest of Englishmen have retired 
from this intractable subject in des- 
pair; but the Reviewer, who is nei- 
ther very wise. nor very able, manages 
it with a freedom facility which 
are ur decisive .of his. i ity. 
The drift of his argument—although 
there is much discreet reserve in the 
expression—is the absolute defence of 
the existing Poor Laws of England as 
to their principle, coupled with some 
hints neither very new nor important 
as to. improvements in the mode of 
their. execution. In a.strain of rea- 
soning at once original and . profound, 
we are t, that ge ys ay r, 
“‘ is not only a precept Chris- 
tian religion, a a of moral vir- 
tue, but an instinctive feeling of hu- 
man nature ;” and this being the main 


t. for compulsory, instead of _ 


ua ka aid, we are led to. infer, 
that, in the opinion of this judicious 
writer, the due enforcement of Chris- 
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pity toobserve, however, so 


83 
Witee om 004 te pecans dineeweny, 
that compulsory assessments will 

rather more equal in -their operation 
than voluntary eontributions, the-sum 
of this conclusive nt in behalf 
of the English lay pau ye: oid 
ed ; and it is a foundation thus 
deep and solid, that this wiseacre of 


the Quarterly Review #1as placed the 


defence of a system, which the wisest 
men of E have long pronounced 
indefensible, and the nation at largehas 
acl be all but intolerable.—This 
weightier controversy is preceded by a 
brief skirmish a gee poss ra 
Dr Chalmers, who some years a0 took 
up this business of the poor with cha- 
racteristic enthusiasm—which, it is a 
emature- 
y evaporated—and alth the Dec- 
tor’s singular hurry and heedlessness 
appear to have given the Reviewer some 
petty advantages in the detail of the 
uestion, it is by no means so clear as 

wasy (8g lbs sil sas 
these ct e Reviewer's) questions must 
overthrow Dr Chalmers’s system.” 
Mark the fairness of the weapons emi- 


of ; i | for 

relief of the in Glasgow, that, 
under it, py ed atin was quad- 
rupled from 1803 to 1818 ; sa ae 
Reviewer rebuts this objection of an 
assessment quadrupled during ve! 4 
riod, by ing to.an increase ofless . 
aie third of duri 
a different period. Again, 
refers to the fact, that the volun 
contributions of his parishioners w 
found for three years more than 
fieate to the povapadioos agian : 

pauperism, that occurred, leaving, 
fact, afer such velit, « considerable 
8U Us 5 viewer 
thea oer Saneeinie fare thie fact 5 
by stati during the same 
sel be rene ee ane 
in Eng 
diculously i assumption, that 
the pari St John’s, wi 
compared with other parishes of | 
city, remarkably free of pauperism.* 





lowest rank, and the 
other parishes of that town. 
Vor. XIV. : 


proportion of paupers there about 5 to I 


* St John’s parish being in fact inhabited, with few exceptions, by people of the very 
natural to th 


most of the 
a 





Letters of Tenothy Tichler; Esq. No. VIE. 


ber Bn demolishes 
ees declaimer.— 


st. — ust the man 

red sien eank ministre 

vob te s of poverty and vice 
select as ae champion 
rm in the ent 

; and the more is the pity 
gular retreat from the 
it for the future his 
contributions to this cause to 
the periodical accumulation of lum- 
hlets, of which we have 

; but 

, to be 

any ordinary contri- 

butor to the Gusherhy Review, nor can 
‘what he has done be so easily oblitera- 
‘ted as seems to be imagined by an obso- 
lete of the ery -laws. 

Article fifth. Th cas—a 
-common-place review Of a common- 
The sixth articleis such as the Quar- 

tbo can furnish. It is a review of 
klin’s stupendous journey. 
‘Mr Ratrow brings every qualification 
desirable for the consideration of such 
a work: profound geographical know- 


3 


FSS | ee 
ue 


- 
i 


dodge, clear and accurate views of all 
bjects connected with 


ages 
of wtoten. and a lucid style and ar- 


‘Tangement. Com his articles with 
the drossy, imodk-aclentific, dogmatic, 
and impertinent mumpings of the Blue 

“and Yellow on the same subject, , 
of i ce, self-conceit, self-pu 

insolent abuse of other _ 
e 


Comp , in  ~ minal their 

on e North- est Passage with this 
masterly one. 

_ Had I not the fear of the criticism 
of the Jury-Court before my eyes—that 
awful band of reviewers, whose fiat 
decides oF Herat ager B Hebrew, 
Samaritan, ‘Chal Masoretic, 
Thermometrical aa tw I 

" “ should say, that a more 

sumptuous collection of 

_ never thrown together by the sober 

smatterer in literature. Read, for in- 

stance, Barrow’s and Parry’s Remarks 

(. 406-408) on the Navigation of the 

Seas, and then turn to read, if 
you can, the Blue and Yellow’s yet 

—(mind I do not say parrot, but) 

pyet attempt at nau- 

stuff about the’ Polar basin, 

Don Quixote and Mambrino’ s helmet. 


[duly; 
In nothing, indeed, as in such articles, 
is the vast su of the moe 
over the E burgh so clearly dis- 
cernible. 

As many idle conjectures concern 
ing the fate of Captain Parry are 
afloat, and many tormenting 
tions vented on the tardiness of his 
return, too much publicity cannot wet - 
given to the fact, that Parry himself 
* calculated upon three summers, and 
only wished, that, if not heard of in 
the beginning of 1824, a vessel with 
provisions might be sent into Behring’s 
Straits in the autumn of that year.”— 
P. 409. Mr Barrow concludes by re- 
marking— 

‘* ‘With regard to risk, we apprehend 
none beyond that to which all navigation 
in the icy seas is liable, and which the long- 
frequented whale-fishery, conducted in ves. 
sels not half so strong, nor half so well 
manned, has proved to be little more than 
common sea risk. Indeed, with ships as 
ohing as wood and iron can make them; 
stored with provisions and fuel for nearly 
four years ; with a commander excelled by 
none in the various duties of his profes- 
sion ; endued with intellectual faculties of 
the highest order, and full of zeal and enet- 
gy tempered with due rod ye ence and discre- 
tion ; with experien cers, and crews 
of picked seamen ;—we cannot persuade 
ourselves that any reasonable ground of 
alarm for their safety need be entertained.” 

T hope, and trust not. 

In MrB.’s remarkson the ornaments 
of this book of travels, he pays ~ 
a well-deserved compliment, ut gpes 
sadly out of his way to abuse 
he aed “the greasy daubs of litho- 

graphy. Now, thisis unjust to a most 

u art, which they are daily _. 
ing to more and more perfection. If 
Mr Barrow would just cast his eyes 
over Francis Nicholson’s plates, he 
would, I think, be inclined to retratt 
his Revere Be the defects ~~ litho- 
graphy what may, it at all events 
oe you the plctare from the very 

el er ; and TI trust ‘the 


‘ unworthy among line e 
vers, whic hes p alvetty turned i it three 


times out of the country, will not 
again prevail to banish it from us a 
fourth time. To Mr Finden’s merits 
I readily subscribé'} indeed, I should 
be blind if I did not ; but a more com- 
plete a wane bottes never occurred 
than in Barrow here brin 

him forwand.” e mentions that the 
etchings are finished in line-engraving 
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artist ; 
den, an asterisk directs to a note, in 
which Liga yp tees gy that “ ka 
gravings Captain Batty’s. 
scenery are beautiful imens of 
this branch of the art.” How natu- 
rally a on Welch. scenery comes 
in, in a disquisition on a journey to the 
Polar Sea! But the whole is explain- 
ed when we learn that Batty, a very 
worthy fellow, is the reviewer's son- 
in-law, and that his book does not 
sell so. well as it ought! There are 
tricks in. a’ trades, Mr North. To 
crown the whole, Murray is about 
bringing out another edition of Frank- 
lin, “4 nasi not by eons 
—not by line-engravings—not by Mr 
Finden—but ae very ‘‘ greasy 
i phy” which are scorn- 
pe reviewer, and used as a peg 
to a note- 4 upon. 

_ Moore's (not Tom, ¢ Abrabam) 
Moore’s Pindar is the subject of the 
next paper. As I have neither origi- 
nal nor translation by me here in thi 
rustic sojourn, I cannot give an opinion 
on the merits of the critique. It ap- 
pears too verbal, too fond of cavilling 
at words, and carping at trifles ; but it 
is a most readable article. Moore had 


certainly (I judge by the specimens | 


here given) a fine ear for versification, 
and I have no doubt but that the book 
is an accession to our literature. What 
could have possessed the reviewer to 
conclude his review of the work of 
such a man by such a piece of classi- 
cal cant as he does. e is no man 
more truly devoted to classical litera- 
ture than I am—nobody more willing 
to pay knee tribute to the glorious ol 

writers of Greece—nobody more ready 
to. defend against the mean and gro- 
erg, momeering spirit of innova- 
tion grand institutions for the 
education of the flower of England’s 
youth—but as I hate cant in religion 
—cant in politics—cant in criticism— 
cant in taste—so do I detest cant in 
these subjects too. Homer and Pin- 
dar, great and sublime as they are, do 


not. of themselves “‘ sooth, urify, or. 


” the human heart. The might- 
iest scholars—alas ! for the obliquities 
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Mr Finden, a young and promisi 
fo in peng Hy 


pas: >! , =? 
early, and imbued deeply, in the man- 
liness and taste of Grecian literature.” 
Yet he. mene, 8, While a0 BD. Gt int 
man obliged to fy for having robbed 
his patron Earl Grosvenor to,an im- 
mense amount—a, mere model of pe- 
culation and ingratitude. No, sir, 
there is another book, which alone 
truly sooths, purifies, and exalts—a 
book that bids us “‘ Fear God, and.ho- 
nour the King,” but that, to Mr Moore’s 
y, isa sealed volume. Without a 
owledge of its contents, the most in- 
timate acquaintance with the glory and 
grandeur of the all but. divine poets of 
Greece, will avail nothing to the puri- 


sia 
eei icle, on the Navigation 
Lamrernk Jolt am, not equal to we 
subject. It will require a separate an 
wel-thonehican , not gach ght 
sketches as I am here throwing off. . I 
pe j ipote in Sng anaes Cee 
t we are letting theory go too far. 
I tremble at ie the ir 
tutions of our ancestors, even 
I have Mr Ricardo’s assertion that 
in a wiees man san nil OES Above 
dee ith ournt 
arm of wma ae navy- oe 
to us when we lose the watery wall! 
Under the old N mignon Laws were 
fostered Russels, Boscawens, and 
Rodneys, and St Vincents, and Dun- 
cans, and the mighty glories of Nel- 
son—I will not say that it was alto- 
ether in uence of these laws— 
t if it were, those who have al- 
tered them have undertaken a fearful 
responsibility. But I own I am not 
competent to the consideration. I leave 
it te abler hands, een nys 
with expressing my , but ear- 
nest hopes, that the fine-drawn 
lations of theorists, will not be allowed 
to trifle with what Sir Walter Scott 
emphatically and most trul “the 
sheet anchor of the the Bri- 
tish Navy.”* 





; — 
* Persons who are taken to see the very ingenious lithographic department of the 
Admiralty, are generally requir $0 rite. © fore vente ta ha tinawa ai in order to ex- 


process. When Sir Walter visited it, he wrote the above. The stone iy still 
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using 

and instru sa Sng at _ diver- 
easily en into an ardent pic- 
pant of the ess of infidelity among 
ourselves—and concludes with an ad- 
‘ mirable precis of the proofs of the 
Christian religion. This is in truth an 
excellent paper, but I do - a 
te ginsiethier in the views nm by 
of the dangers to which reli- 

gion is exposed. I never fear the cen- 
test of the and the evil principle. 
Give us a fair stage, and no favour, and 
we shall still hold the mastery. Sou- 
they says, that more than eleven mil- 
lions of newspapers are annually cireu- 
lated among us, and at least two-thirds 
of the number aim at the destruction 
of sound principles. I doubt that it is 
fact. But, even admitting it, the glori- 
ous army of the gentlemen of the press 
does not strike me as a vastly formi- 
dable body by any means. All the edu- 
cated classes of society merely despise 
them—they know that with few, very, 
very few exceptions, they are a mean, 
illiterate, stupid gang of blockheads, 
who can just turn off articles, false in 
fact, lumpish in argument, vulgar in 
manner, and mmatical in style. 
Take them as a body, I assert that it 
would be impossible, on any principle 
of selection, to bring together so utter- 
ly contemptible a pack of hounds as 
London “ gentlemen of the press,” 
from the editors who jabber broken 
English for their political readers, down 
to’ the footman who writes fashionable 
intelligence for the beau monde. The 
dissection, the utter dissection of a 
jie og wl would afford Pam a capital 
, but it should be done by some 

one residing in London. Believe me, 
and Dr'Southey, too, may believe me, 
that even the pot-house vulgarian {s 
not much gulled by them. If infideli- 
ty prevails, arid it does prevail nowhere 
but in London, we must seek other 
causes than the agency of the “ gen- 
tlemen of the press.” The hounds may 
yelp in to join the cry, to be sure, but 
por wo bi of no great avail. Wr 
—I mean the men who wield the pen 


at the opposite of the question—can 
put them down. I speak it without 


[July, 
fear of contradiction.. Do not we all 
remember the time when the Whigs 
had everything their own way ; when 
a man hardly dared avow himself a 
Tory, for fear of being pronounced an 
illiberal blockhead ; when the Edin- 
burgh Review was the acknowledged 
lord of literature and politics ; when 
Tom Moore was the wit in verse, and 
Sydney Smith the wit in prose ; when, 
in a word, all was their own? And how 
is it now? Why; Whig and jack-ass 
are convertible terms; it is a by- 
word of reproach ; they are our butts, 
our common-places of fun, our Lis- 
tons, our Grimaldés. Blue and Yellow 
is waste paper—Tom Moore is obliged 
to submit his: poetry to the care of a 
lawyer, before Nhe dinies print it—Syd- 
ney Smith is compelled to trans 
himself to Botany Bay, in quest of bad 
jokes—and, in short, they are laugh- 
ed at by us, blackguarded by Cobbett 
and his crew, and pelted by the mob. 
They are now a nerveless, knotless, 

luckless, powerless, as well as a God- 

ess faction. We, North, we of this 
Magazine, began the good work ; we 
seized their cannon, and turned it on 
themselves ; our example was follow- 
ed by others, and now they find they 
can only defend themselves from the 
whizzing shafts of our ridicule, by 
skulking under the protection of laws, 
which they had, during their own tri- 
umphant career, denounced as absurd 
and tyrannical. 

So will it be with the anti-religion- 
ists. Southey attaches too much im- 
portance to their writings, being hime 
self a litterateur. They, too, could be 
written down ; and the heart of Eng- 
land, sound at the core, is against 
them. I have often been tempted to 
wish that the system of prosecution 
was dropped. Vain aware that it is 
a wey ticklish question ; but, feeling 
confident as I do, that God will never 
ve us up to be conquered by the 

evil, if we stand firm to one another, 
knowing the vast superiority of intel. 
lect on our side, remembering the 
triumphs of Christianity in every age, 
-I should not fear the diffusion of thou- 
sands of copies of the works of Tom 
Paine and villains of his stamp, while 
we have hearts and heads to oppose 
them. Tf expect much from the sys- 
tem of education pursued towards the 
rising generation. I expect much 
from the increased energy and zeal of 
the clergy of the Church of England, 
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without which all prosecutions are'un- 
availing. In Sou 's own words, (I 
memory ;) 
+¢ Butif within her walls, indifference dwell, 
Woe to her then! She needs no outer 
wound.” 

If, however, in place of indiffer- 
ence, zeal should abound, I care nota 
farthing for the efforts of infidelity, 
and would, willingly vote that libel 

tions be to such friends of 
om, as Henry Grey Bennet, Den- 
man, Brougham, the late Queen, Da- 
niel O’Connell of Ireland, Lord Archy 
Shilling, Peter Finnerty, late of the 
illory, and John Leslie. The worthy 
ureate, by the way, falls into the 
old Lake trick twice in the course of 
this concern. He quotes his own Joan 
of Arc, (O ye Gods!) and he puffs 
Elia !—Eheu! Eheu! 

I consider the eleventh and thir- 
teenth articles together, as being on 
something similar subjects, the former 
on Greece, the latter on Spain ; but 
how dissimilar in style, argument, and 
common sense ! The paper on Spanish 
affairs is by a sensible, well-informed, 
clear-headed, statesmanlike writer, who 
knows the interests of his country, 
and is not led away by the nonsensi- 
cal claptraps that amuse fools. The 
other is a mere piece of schoolboy fro- 
thy tion, such a thing as would 
be counted very clever in a boy at 


’ ‘P.S.—Southey is still vivid in wrath 
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Westininster; and had I heard it fro 
such a peri ht : eee: 


‘should 
tempted to say, “That is really a fine * 
peidstemh Pe read his authors’ 


with ‘some taste—How old may he bé? ' 


Seventeen ?>—Ay, a fine lad in 

fine honourable boyish notions, an 
no doubt, when he gets a few years 
over his head, and can see thi not 
thro i 

be able 


between two hostile factions of people 
of the same country. 
[We must beg Ti 
diminishing his excellent article, b 
omitting his strictures on the Gree! 
affairs—because we have not room. 
They shall ppear in our next. If 
Tim wishes, he may alter, or'add, or 
omit, ad libitum, in the meantime.]_ . 
The other affair of which you 
shall be attended to. Mrs T’. presents 
her compliments—the youngster, I'am 


sorry to say, still continues weakly, I 

am, dear sir, yours ever, R 
Timotuy TIckKrLer. 

Southside, Saturday. " 


against his Lordship of Byron, ex. gr. 


“ Contagion was extended beyond the sphere of the court, by a race of 
poets— ’ 


6 Whose loose lascivious lays perpernstn’ 
Soul-polluted slaves, 
Who sate them down deliberately lewd 


Their own corruption. 


So to awake, and pamper lust in minds 


Unborn.” 


ckler’s pardon for “ 


Which sweet strain, we learn by a note, is in “ Joan of Arc.” As also that “‘ These 
lines sufficiently shew, that their author held the same moral opinions, at 
the age of nineteen, as when he branded the author of Don Juan”—a most im- 
tant and highly-interesting fact. But I am no pretender to great powers of 
ivination, when I say, that that note never vane have appeared in the Quar-— 
terly, had not his Lordship quarrelled with Murray. 
sat ** One Liberal, (we are thankful for the word—it is well that we 
should have one which will at once express whatever is detestable in princi 
and flagitious in conduct.)” Prosecute Southey, John Hunt, prosecute him, 
inan, without a moment’s delay. Leigh the first; also, had better take advice on 
the following : ** Some of the most depraved minds in the present ge- 
neration, have manifested. this tendency, tise: at the same time, their 
hatred for Christianity, and their predilection for what they are pleased to call 
the religion of the loves and luxuries—that is, the religion of Jupiter, ate 
Bacchus, Venus, the Garden God,” &c. &c. A and Mercurius, and | 
san Bryan O'Proctor has'it. ‘‘ Some of the most pgrravep minds!” Fie! 


*¢ Oh, Bryan William Proctor Cornwall Barry, 
Open your sketchico-dramatic mouth,” 


be 





Sad but ten times a-page, as I wan- 
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Again, “ others of a higher class, 
y, impiety with Pada pur-. 


; OEE conan tee as if the devil had chosen. 


against the Satanic school, a nickname 
, will hardly last as long as our own Cockney or Leg-of-Mut- 


of Poetry. 


T. T. 


P.S.—I have a corner still left of this voluminous epistle—and I shall use it 


to enter an in 
He is | 


behalf of Jerry Bentham. Hang it, he is our preserve. 
in in p. 502, text and note—in p. 55l--and other places. 


- This is poaching on you. Warn Murray’s scribes off, and vindicate your right 


song which he sung a fortnight ago for us, (and which you should 


in, ering up that first-rate piece of game, him whom a friend of ours calls, in 
that 
print, ) 


** Sage Jeremy the bencher : 
‘Of Lincoln’s Inn—of Lincoln’s Inn.” 


Good night—it is almost two o'clock. 


[I write to-morrow. ] 





I was just going to seal up, when 
new packet came to hand.— 
Well) Thave read the three new Can- 


Atas! poor Byron! 
_* Not ten times a-day, dear Christo- 


Gaphllinaut tals duodecino, pea tho 
uddecimo, was 
departed spirit of the genius of Childe 
Alas! that gifted —-on we 
i one so e Ww. 
soul gave such a nee of being 
ye fear with the genuine spi- 
rit of poetry—one, to whom we all 
looked as an ornament of our litera- 


ture, and who indeed has contributed. 


in no small towards spreadin 
i J ate prod poet- 
—should descend to the composition 
heartless, heavy, dull, anti-British 
garbage, to be printed by the Cock- 
Alas! alas! that he should stgep to 
the miserable d tion of being 
extolled by Hunt !—that he, who we 
would be the Samson of our 
ical day, should suffer himself to 
so enervated by the unworthy De- 
lilahs which have enslaved his imagi- 


cantos of some hu verses, from 
which it would be impossible to, ex- 


tract twenty, distinguished by any 
readable quality. Cant I never speak, 
and, with the blessing of God, never 
will speak—especially to you ; and ac- 
, though I was thoroughly 

disgusted with the scope and tendency 
of the former cantos of the Don— 
h there were in them 
which, in common with all other men 
of upright minds and true feelings, I 
looked on with indignation—yet I, for 
one, never semitiedl wy moral or po- 
litical antipathies so to master my cri-~ 
tical judgment, as to make me whi- 
ningly decry the talent which they of- 
ten wickedly, sometimes properly, ex- 
hibited. But here we are in a lower 
deep—we are wallowing in a sty of 
mere filth. Page after page presents 
us with a monotonous unmusical drawl, 
decrying chastity, sneering at matri- 
mony, cursing wives, abusing monar- 
chy, deprecating lawful government, 
lisping dull double-entendres, hymn- 
ing Jacobinism, in a style and manner 
so little unrelieved by any indication 
of poetic power, that I feel a moral 
conviction that his lordship must have 
taken the Examiner, the Liberal, the 
Rimini, the Round Table, as his mo- 
del, and endeavoured to write himself 
down to the level of the capacities and 
the swinish tastes of those with whom 
he has the misfortune, originally, I 
believe, from. charitable motives, to 
associate. This is the most charitable 
hypothesis which I can frame. Indeed 
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there are some verses which have all translation of the expression. 
roca been inter- again ofthe srong exon of 

alatel by the King Cockneys. slaver of too many of these pages, I 
lak Phopesoett that there on Rucde aa ree 
is but one set capable of writing any- wit, where the poet (the poet /) 

thing so leering and impotent, as the cetious at the state of females during 
loinless drivelling (if I may venture a the sack of a town. ;* the greatest part 





“Its a pity to reprint such chngs, but a single specimen here may do good, by the 
disgust for the whole which it must create. é 


‘ In one thing ne’ertheless ’tis Sito praise. 
The Russian army upon this occasion, 
A virtue much in fashion now-a-days, 
And therefore worthy of commemoration ; 
= topic’s tender, so shall be my phrase 
. Perhaps the season’s chill, and their lone station 
In winter’s depth, or want of rest and victual, 
Had made them chaste ;—they ravish’d very little. 





‘¢ Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there occur some violation 
In the other line ;—but not to such excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation, 
Take towns by storm ; no causes can I guess, 
Except weather and commiseration; © Saye Ayt 
But all the ladies, save some twenty score, 4 7 sake 


Were almost as much virgins as before. : seek 
‘ Some odd mistakes, too, happen’d in the dark, . ie 
Which showed a want of lanterns, or of taste— "2 neal 


Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could mark aan 
Their friends from foes,—besides such things | from haste a 


Occur, though rarely, when there is a spark oe 
Of light to save the venerably chaste ; _~) retell 
But six old damsels, each of seventy years, > mere eee 
Were all deflower’d by different grenadiets. qf Sto 
‘¢ But on the whole their continence was great ; ty t 
So that some disappointment there ensued 


To those who had felt the epee Ot good 
Of ‘ single blessedness,’ it 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate, 
To bear these crosses) for each waning prude 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding, 


Without the expense and the suspense of bedding. A rycation: 


**Some voices of the buxom middle-aged. 
Were also heard to wonder in the din ? 
(Widows of forty were these birds long ) ; ied 
* Wherefore the ravishing did not begin !” sg 
But, while the thirst for gore and plunder raged, 
There was small leisure for superfluous sin ; 
But whether they escaped or no, lies hid 
In Fo am can only hope they did. 


“* Suwarrow now was conqueror—a match i 
For Timour or for Zinghis in his trade. , 
While modes aid ‘acres, Wathadlt Mopac Me-vlidagt 
Blazed, and the cannon’s roar ‘was scarce allay’d, 
With bloody hands he wrote his first dispatch ; 
And here exactly follows what he said— 
* Glory to God and to the Empress !” (Powers 
Eternal ! ! such names mingled !) ‘ Ismail’s ours.’ 





4 


of the scraglio gene ; and other places 
_ to.which 1 must decline making any 
farther reference. 


poor Lord Byron! His ori- 
has been often questioned, we 
late been compelled to ad- 

mit,’ that the scissors, or a mental ope- 
ration almost as mechanical as anew 
work, have stood him in 
In this new book of his, honesty 
confesses his obligation to a French 
description of the siege of Ismail. . So 
far so good. But he has not the cou- 
rage, Or, ore will, the im 5 to 
avow his obligation to another French 
work, which has supplied his warm 
colouring. I may as well name the 
book at once—the Chevalier de Fau- 
blas. To such of your readers as know 
the book, there is no need of making 
any observation whatever on its con- 
tents—to those who do not, I may just 
mention that the meritorious Mr Ben- 


bow has suffered an accident before . 


the courts of Westminster for being so 
liberal as to blish it. Now, from 
this filthy work, which I am really al- 
most ashamed for having mentioned, 


for i ery i 
cident in the seraglio, &c. &c. &e. It 


however, fair to say, that Byron 
here and there the filthy inci- 
almost the 


, without, in any 
one passage, (I mean of these three 
new cantos,) rivalling the sparkle of 
Louvet’s aeoew! less the elegance of 


, it is indeed 
eae 
I been much too pro- 
tracted. He has positively lost his ear, 
tinea eg aie 

but for the very jingle of 
lich rhymes. He makes will rhyme 
will in stanza 33 of Canto VI. Me Pa. 
tience” is the rhyme to “‘ fresh ones” 
in another place. ‘“ John Murray” 
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CJuly, 
rhymes to “‘ necessary” in a pay 
and “ had in her” to “ Wee? 

a fourth. As for the flow of his Sg 
read the following patches of dull 


prose : 


‘* He died at fifty for a queen of forty ; 
I wish their years had been fifteen and 
twenty, for then wealth, kingdoms, worlds, 
are but asport; I remember when, though 
Thad no great plenty of worlds to lose, yet 
still, to pay my court, I gave what I had 
—a heart ;—as the world went I gave 
what was worth a world ; for worlds could 
never restore me those pure feelings, gone 
for ever.” ~ 

‘© T wonder (although Mars no doubt’s 
a god'T praise) if a man’s name in a bullet. 
in may make up for a bullet’in his body ? 
I hope this little question is no sin, be- 
cause, though I am but a simple noddy, I 
think one Shakespeare puts the same 
thought in the mouth of some one in his 
plays so doating, which many people pass 
‘or wits by quoting.” ~ 

Stop here for a moment, Christo- 
pher, just to admire the style i in which 
* one S e,” and his “ doating 
plays,” are mentioned by this worshi 
peat a ae and then go on to the fol- 

s: 


‘* Perceiving then no more the command- 
ant of his own corps, nor eyen the co 
which had quite disappeared—the Gods 
know how! (I can’t account for every- 

which may look bad in history ; but 
we at least may grant it was not marvellous 
that a mere lad, in search of glory, should 
look on before, nor care a pinch of snuff 
about his corps.”’) 

Read these morceaus, (they are 
three veritable stanzas of Don Juan,) 
and doubt, if you can, that Byron has 
staid away rather too long, and that, 


-if he means to write more English, it 


is high time he were back in England, 
to hear the language spoken.—TIt is very 


rapt we ve alms to any poor 
ockney he ands at sea abroad, with- 
out a tester in his fob—but hence- 





*¢ Methinks these are the most tremendous words, 
Since ‘ Mené, Mené, Tekel,’ and ‘ U 


Which hands or pens have ever traced 


swords. 


Heaven help me! I’m but little of a parson: 
What Daniel read was short-hand of the Lord’s, 


Severe, sublime; the.P 
The fate of Nations ;—but 


wrote no farce on 
is Russ so witty 


Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city,”’ 
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: actuall rand senza * and‘ like the immortal 
aie oy to utter bos gy Ege Leicu tee lamoile Just imagine 


ish i him already sunk. to. 
on in such culpable, 1 ig a 2 amin stanza, without hheeae heeds 


weaknesses, why, who shall swear wan quae ‘Gaseaaee ses 
that he. syns me ane ep the wit of these Cantos, deign 
ming ee gy Ne Spat ly peta mag a ow rag 
Barry Cornwall—“ Dear” and “ Cy- \occurs serene 
therea,” like John Keats—or “ ror” wateents host. 


“ Then there were foreigners of much renown, 
Of ee pe, and all volunteers ; 

Not F country ofits erown, 

- But ish to be one day brigadiers ; 

Also to ha mie eaeng We teens 
ye deve g to young men at their years. 
"Mongst them were several E of pith, 
Sixteen called Thomson, and nineteen named Smith. 


Jack Thomson and Bill Thomson j~all the rest 
Had been called ‘ Jemmy,’ after the great bard; 

I don’t know whether they had arms or crest, 
But such a godfather’s as good a card. 

Three of the Smiths were Peters; but the best 

, them all, hard blows to inflict. or ward, 

Was he, since 90 renowned ‘ in country quarters : 

At Halifax ;’ but now he served the 


The rest were Jacks and Gills, and Wills and Bills; 
But when I’ve added that the elder Jack Smith 
Was born in Cumberland among the hills, 

And that his father was an honest 

T’ve said all J know of a name that fills « 

Three lines of the despatch in taking ‘ Schmacksmith,’ : 
A village of Moldavia’s waste, wherein Sete 
He fell, immortal in a bulletin. ~ 
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Pye aa ee which fe ~ 
That of despising those we combat with, 
Common in many cases, was in 
The cause of killing Tchitchitzkoff and Smith; 
Gina of Con valdemen * enite’ whan was thedlh salen 
Out of those nineteen who late rhymed to ‘ pith ;’ 
But ‘tis a name so spread o’er ‘ Sir’ and ‘ Madam,’ 
That-one would think the rrrzst who bore it § Apam.’’ 


And then to crown the whole, take the stanza that immediately follows this 
about “ Tchitchitzkoff and Smith.” 


'« The Russian batteries were incomplete, 
Because they were constructed in a hurry ; 
Thus the same cause which makes a verse want feet, 
And throws a cloud o’er Longman and John Murray, 
When the sale of new books is not so fleet . 
As they who print them think is necessary, 
May likewise _—— off for a time what story ae 
Sometimes * murder,’ and at others ‘ glory!” a 


These are the mumblings of a man, I am almost ashamed to think of 
whose impressions of Joseph Miller self tacking the mention of such 
_ have been weakened by long absence! temptible trash to a notice, however 
Tae See cach peer, pote steetwane haaty anineney = onak a work 
OL. . 
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the Quarterly Review. Southey, 
Gifford, &c. have their faults—above 
all, have their affectations—but, 


beat that 


ices delivered in the strong clear 

of England! Here, what 

have we got? Stupid French books 

translated, not into stupid English, 

butinto stupid Cocknieyeze—wit, that 

won’t make the Duke of Sussex him- 

self chuckle— verse, that 

Yi himself could not read, so as 

to uce anything like the effect of 

musical cadence—jests, that even the 

Laureate will not feel—in short, to 

say all that can ay og a book which, 

though written yron, is 

oo by, without elevating the 

therhood of, the Hunts ! 

I do not mean to say that there are 

not some half-dozen or two of stanzas 

of the better days 

. ere are. But I 

y occupied far too many of 

your columns with a production which, 
with fewer exceptions than anythi 


ything 
that has been published this year, (save 


only perhaps the Liber Amoris,) b 
any man of the least pretension an 
talent of any kind, appears deserving 
ign and universal neglect— 

* CHRISTIAN, OR THE ISLAND,” con- 
tained two pages, and just two of By- 
ronian Poetry—all the rest was mere 
translation, and generally feeble trans- 
lation. This contains no eq 
to.the two I allude to in Christian— 
none whatever. It contains nothing 
that the moment it is read makes 
everybody exclaim, ‘‘ Well, say what 
you please of the book—but here is a 
stanza which no liviiig man but Lord 
Byron could have written.” There is 
nothing of this class here—there was 
in the worst of the preceding cantos ; 
and, in one word, Don Juan appears, 
like Lord Byron himself, to be getting 
into his dotage before his time. 

I don’t remember anything so com- 


(July, 
oe as the recent fall of Lord Byron’s 
iterary name. I don’t mean to in- 
sinuate that people of taste think less 
highly now, than they did five, six, 
seven, or eight years ago, of the ge- 
nius of Byron, in his true works of 
enius. But what I mean to say is 
is, that his name can no more sell 
a book now, than Jeremy Bentham’s. 
Christian, for instance, did not sell a 
bit better than any new poem of Mr 
Milman’s, or Mrs Hemans’s, would do 
is obliged to be sold for a shilling, 
is obli to sold for a shilling, 
and js very moderately taken off even 
at that rate, although, of course, it has 
all the advantage of being believed to 
be a licentious thing. Never, to be 
sure, Was a more egregious tumble. 
If it were only to check the joy which 
must prevail in a certain quarter, 
(which I need not name,) if this goes 
on—Lord Byron ought really to pull 
up, and make at least one more exer- 
tion worthy of himself, and of the ori- 
ginal expectations of a reading public, 
that has unwillingly deserted, and 
that would most gladly return to him, 
even after all that has happened. 
I do not believe Lord Byron to be 
a bad man—TI mean a deliberately, re< 
solvedly wicked man. I know him to 
be a man of great original power and 
genius, and, fom report, I know him 
to be a kind friend where his friend- 
ship is wanted. I cannot consent to 
ir of Lord Byron—but as to his 
late publications, he may depend u 
on it, they are received by the people 
of Britain “‘ with as much coldness and 
indifference,” (to use an expression 
in one of Cobbett’s late Registers, ) 
‘* as if they were as many ballads from 
Grub Street, or plays from Lord John 
Russel.”—He must adopt an entire 
change of system, or give the thing 
up ther. So thinks sincerely, 
and in the spirit of kindness and of 
regret, much more than in any other 
spirit, ' 
Yours ever, 
Dear Christopher, 
7. T. 
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THE INHABITED WELL. 
From the Hindoostanee. 


Tue name of Mahummud, as the founder of a false religion, is familiar to 
every one ; and, in this view, his history has been studied, and his impostures 
exposed by philosophers and divines. But it has been, perhaps, less remarked, 
that, among the vulgar of those nations where his religion is » he is 
better known as the hero of a series of romantic tales, as the 
short, of eastern chivalry, than as the saint or lawgiver. His fri 
panions (ushab) are exactly the knights of his round-table ; and their common 
exploits have been the subject of as much rugged rhyme as those of the cham- 
pions of Christendom. The Koran, which contains what is eagy Send con- 
cerning Mahummud, never having been profaned by translation, has left room, 
among his ignorant followers, for a plentiful crop of romance ; and of this cir- 
cumstance the ballad-chroniclers of the East have not omitted to take due ad- 
vantage. Every exploit of which the actor was a name, either obsolete or un- 
known, has found a ready hero in this favourite of their devotion ; and many 
.a pearl which glittered of old in the romantic diadems of Rustam, Secunder, 
or the forgotten heroes of Ind, has been translated to a situation where it may 
shine to more advantage in the tiara of Mahummud. Some of these gems, it 
must be confessed, are but “ barbaric pearl ;” but many aj to be really 
interesting, and will bear a comparison with anything of the same kind in 
European literature. The following is one which has frequently amused me, 
and which I translated from a manuscript given me by an old Moollah from 
Surat ; the story is familiar to the Indian Mussulmans, and perhaps also to 
= of other countries. ps pede 

There are many passages in this, as in other specimens i narrative, 
whose extravagance at once startles a European imagination out of the dream 
of reality which more gentle management might have prolonged to the end of 
the fiction. Most of these, as they are not necessary to the general outline of 
the story, 1 have retrenched or changed ; the rest, without much violating the 
better regulations of E n literature, will still give a sufficient specimen 
of what is required from the poets of Hindoostan* to gratify the wild taste of 
their countrymen. 

SHAGIRD. 
THE INHABITED WELL: 


PART I. 


When mid-day’s fierce and cloudless sun From dawn till noon their march had sped, 
Illumed the desert’s sand, Beneath the scorching sun ; “ 
Mahummud pitch’d his spreading tents For April’s fresh’ning spring was pass 
To rest his wearied band. , The summer’s drought begun. 





* It may amuse some readers to trace similarities between languages so remote as 
Hindoostanee and vulgar Scots. The following are a few of the more striking coin-. 
cidences :— 

Scots. Hindoostanee. 
Gird, a hoop. Gird, round, circle. 
Sing, to singe. Sengna, to toast (bread.) 
Peery, a boy’s top. Phira, anything whirled round: 
Bannock, a toasted cake. , Bhonna, to toast. ot 
Huff, pet, anger. Khuffa, angry, vexed. ; 
Hailukit, frolicsome, light-witted. Huluka, light ; weds wit.‘ 
To Job, to pierce, to prick. _— Chobna, to prick. ~ 
Swatch, a specimen. w oi. Suwatchna, to try, to prove. 
Ne punts (a term used by children at mar- Ne phenko, don’t fling. 

bles) no flingi 


Goose, a tailor’s smoothing iron. Ghusna, to rub, to smooth. 
Poh, get out. Po, imperative of Pona, to go. 
Glaur, mud. Gilawu, mud. 

Flobby, portly, fat. Firbih, fat. 





And faint with thirst, the straggling bands 
For water sought the wild ; ° 
Each hopeless search beguiled. 


Mahummud heard the wailing voice 
That mid his followers grew : 

‘© Go, Ali, friend beloved,” he cried, 
*¢ Go thon, the search renew. 


“¢ Thy fleet Duldul will bear thee swift, 
The region far to spy ; 

Some fountain hid, some cavern moist, 
May meet thy faithful eye.” 


The Ali heard the call, 
He seized his steed, 

Athwart the desert’s arid breadth 
He arged impatient speed. 


From side to side he search’d the wild, 
Each corner vainly tried ; 

Till mid the desert’s far recess 
A woodland dark was spied. 


Amid that forest’s wildest depth 
A silent tent was seen ; 

And still and lone beneath its roof, 
A man of ancient mien.. 


seg er Se Fok 
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Sieliee ou idel’s hideous shape” 
Absorb’d he stood to pray. 


With deep obeisance oft he bent 
And lowly sung with earnest voice, 
His idol’s demon hymn. 


Awhile amazed the hero stood, 
Then sternly rushed within : 

*¢ Thou hoar idolator,”’ he cried, 
** Give o’er thy work,of sin. 


** Alone to Allah, sovereign G: 
Is praise Sr catia te: ” 

Shalt thou defraud his sacred shrine 
To deck an idol crew ? 


“ Away! those fiendish rites forsake, 
Attend where I proceed ; 

The great Mahummud, high, 
Shall teach a truer creed.’ 


He seized the Brahman’s wither’d hand; 
Again they pierced the wood, 

Across the burning wild pass’d, 

. Amid the camp they 


Mahummud saw: with sovereign 
: He called the Brahman near. 
* Lo !” cried the Prince, “thine idols leave, 
My better counsels hear ; 


The Inhabited Well. 
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“* And go, thy lurking friends recal, 
Where’et they flee to hide ; 

From all their haunts, the scattered crowd, 
Before my presence guide.” 


“ My people’s haunts,” the man replied, 
‘* May scarce he quickly found ; 

They fled distress’d, when far they heard. 
Thine host’s approaching sound. 


“An hundred years my days have pass’d 
Arid this lonely wild, 

And these the gods, and this the faith, 
My fathers taught their child. 


‘More aged still, my hoary wife 
Twice sixty years has seen ; 
Her wisdom o’er the wilds of life, 
My guidance still has been. 


‘+ Bid her be yt, if she shall yield 
Our father’s faith to leave, 

I, too, with all our friends, will here 
Thy newer faith receive.” 


Mahummud lieard ;" a troop was sent, 
That Brahman old their guide ; 

That ancient crone was quickly brought 
Her husband gray beside. 


With ape ter her back was bent, 
Like any "s' bow ; 

Her wily eye was sparkling seen, 
Beneath her wrinkled brow. 


*¢ How! ancient one,” Mahummud cried, 
*¢ Canst thou to idols kneel ? 

Go! leave their den; that faith receive 
Whose lessons I reveal.” — 


The beldam listening, thus replied : 
*¢ Our idols we will leave ; 

Yet one petition thou shalt grant, 
Ere we thy faith receive. 


“ Amidst this desert’s burning breadth, 
Where we unaided dwell, 

To quench in drought our wretched thirst, 
Is known one only well. 


‘¢ A shining lake was there of old, 
Where pilgrims loved to drink ; 

But powers unknown the desert shook, 
The waves were seen to sink. 


*¢ Now hid within a darksome cave 
The scanty waters sleep, 
O’ershadow’d cool from wasting suns, 


By many a focky steep. 


*¢ But he whose steps have ventured there, 
While thirst impatient burn’d, 

Cut off by some unearthly hand, 
Has never thence return’d. 


‘¢ The boldest dares not seek the brink, 
Though parch’d with sorest dro 3 

The fainting traveller turns his head, 
And shuns the haunted spot, 
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“ And now, do thou, (if such thy power,) But, all unshaken, Malik heard 


Dissolve this deadly spell ; 3 
Send one po eine warrior forth 
The evil power to quell. 


¢¢ One pitcher there, if thou canst fill, 
Nor. meet the. wonted harm, 

Such deed, (our fathers thus revealed,) 
Will break the fatal charm. 


** And we, the desert’s helpless folk, 
Shall owe our lives to thee ; 
Thy God shall then to us be God, 
ur Prophet thou shalt be.”— 


Mahummud, wondering, heard the tale, 
He called his heroes nigh : 

‘‘ And who, my followers, now shall go, 
This beldam’s feat to try ?” 


Brave Malik heard his prince’s word, 
That challenge heard he strange ; 

He call’d his sturdy followers round 
The dreaded wood to range. 


Swift o’er the wild the horseman pass’d, 
The well at last was seen. 

The desert round was brownly parch’d, 
The fountain’s brink was green. 


On hillock near the troop remain’d, 
Alone went Malik nigh ; 


Above the tottering he bent, 
And downward cast his eye. 


A rugged, d and yawning pit 
Wes darkly cea below; 

One glimmering sparkle, far beneath, 
Seem’d upward gaze to throw. 


A while he stood ; a shatter’d rock 
Within his reach he drew, 
And down the dark and empty gulf 


The sinking fragment threw. 


And, lo! a wild returning roar 
Of many sounds was heard, 

And fluttering dim across the gulf, 
Strange shadowy things appear’d. 


Amid the tumult drear of sounds, 
Came warning voices high,— 

«< Depart from hence, thou foot profane, 
For he who comes shall die.”— 


voices rising drear ; 
verge he stood, 
ers near. 


Those voices 
Above the hahgi 
He call’d his 


*‘ Who first (for all may not approach 
This vaunted feat to try) 

Who first will down the cave descend, 
Its secrets strange to spy ?”” ' 


Stepp’d instant forth the youthful Saud, 
Lf om comrades loved ; - 

“c y me. ” said “ that depth e sought 
Those airy threat’nings proved.”— - 


From every sword, a belt was ta’en, 
A length of cord to tie,— 

Around his waist they bound it close, 
They held it firm on high. 


He traced the far projectin 
His downward 20s. , aie.” 

And soon was fearless hid from view, 
Amid the cavern dark. 


bat gaze intent, with earnest ear, 
His comrades there renaie'¢ : 
Above, beneath, a silence 
A while unbroken reign’d. 


erecta 

soon a str groan ; 

up the dark and fearful gut, 
of Saud was‘thrown 


the thay sai rile: 
ihe thekt toot k fa, 


It stain’d with blood the ‘turf, 
Around the fearful we? g 


Swift w 


Aghast they stood; the stoutest heart 
At that appearance Shar Gay Sail ‘ 

Their bursting tears, 
Their comrade’s fate hewail ane 


Brave Malik saw the dire event 
- Of that unhappy hour. 
“* Such deed,” e cried, “ declares the 


might 
Of some unearthly power. 


‘* But be the power whate’er it. may, 
That t such deed of ill ; 

Mahummud’s word can well comimand 
Revenge more mighty still.” 








Again they sought the camp ; 
The list’ning soldiers heard 
Their horses’ hast’ning tramp. 


With instant pa his sov’reign’s tent 
The noble Malik sought ; 

He told the strange event, the deed 
By demon vengeance wrought. 


The sorrowing Prophet heard the tale— 

pe Se as 
wrapt a while in silent prayer 
Amid his chiefs he sate. 


Unieoes fy fen io saepene sole 

Seem’d he at to hear ; 

Attention deep a while~was seen 
To hold his listening ear. 


Obeisance, grateful, then he paid ; 
The voice that spoke was gone ; 

Around the Prophet’s gladden’d look 
Triumphant smile was thrown. 


He spoke—and first on Malik sad 


He bent approving eye— 
*¢ The power that lurks in yonder cave 


Might well thy strength defy. 





Alone by Ali, lion-hand, 
May this emprize be wrought. 


‘© A Rebel Peri holds the den, 


With all his ing band ; 
His demon sway is wid ely spread 
O’er many a subject land. 


« Go, Ali, seize thy sword of proof; 
By Gen wants ; 
y must this emprize be wrought, 
If mortal hand may speed. 


‘¢ If earthlike foes shall meet thee there, 
Of human force like thine ; 

Thine own good hand must work its way ; 
Expect not aid of mine. 


‘¢ But if their demon arts are tried, 
Unearthly force to bring, 

Thy sword from me shall power receive, 
To wield a living sting. 


** Go seek their den: thy sword of might 
May fear no fiendish s)ell. 
Go bid them own our hi 
Or bind in dungeon fell.” 


power,— 





The Inhabited Well. 


*. PART II. 
TT 


Brave Malik wheel’d his followers round, 








The fearless Ali seized his steed— 
He seized his sword of might ; 

The soldiers gazed ; the fleet Duldul 
Was soon beyond their sight. 


The faithful bands more near approach’d, 
The dread event to wait ; 

Amid their ranks the Prophet stood 
Intent on Ali’s fate. 


But Ali now has reach’d the brink ; 
Duldul behind him stays ; 

Above the rock the hero stands 
Amid its gulf to gaze. 


Within the pit that yawn’d obscure, 
His fearless footstep sprung ; 

From stone to stone his groping hand 
In sightless guidance clung. 


But narrower soon the deepening gulf 
To wildest darkness grew ; 

And far on high the closing light 
Seem’d but a star to view. 


The crumbling stones, unfaithful grown, 
Refused his foot to stay ; 

‘The his eager grasp had seiz’d, 

Seem’d each to rend away. 


He raised his eyes aloft to gaze ; 
The light was dimm’d on high: 


* He turn’d beneath—a watery gulf 


Was stagnant seen to lie. 


Amid the dangers thickening round, 
Seem’d hostile beings near ; 

For threatening voices loud were heard, 
Through all the cavern drear. 


‘© Now, God me speed !” the hero cried, _ 
“¢ This den is guarded well : 

T would its sprites might stand to view 
Nor thus in darkness yell. 


‘¢ But yet their waters I shall taste, 
Did Death sit grimly there : 

The sculking fiends, within their haunt, 
My trusty sword shall dare.” 


He said—and down the fearful deep, 
(For yet aloft he hung) 

Amid the plashing waves beneath, 
The fearless hero sprung. 


And lo! a thousand gathering tongues 
Arose in wild alarm. 
They cried, “‘ Our fated foe is come :-— 
Arm, mighty Genii, arm !” 
3 
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The wondering Ali gazed around ; 
No narrow pit was here : 

A dismal lake afar was arch’d ; 
Its waves were cold and drear. 


And widely round a darksome shore 
By jagged rocks was barr’d ; 

And glimmering sprites were there beheld, 
That shore’s terrific guard. 


But creatures strange amid the deep, 
Approaching -_ were seen ; 

In aa their gloomy haunts 
From coun days had been. 


As the wave the hero dash’d, 
Their horrid heads were raised ; 


And glaring eyes, aghast with fear. 
Athwart the darkness gazed. : 


The — of Ali, brandish’d high, 
Like fiery gleam was seen : 
They saw—they sunk—and stillness reign’d 
ugh all the dreary scene. 


A far and darksome bay to reach, 
The lonely champion strove ; 

Where round the shore no voice was heard, 
No watcher seen to rove. 


But ere his foot had touch’d the land, 


And one dread voice was louder heard, 
Like thunder o’er the storm— 

‘* Arm, Genii, guard your Peri King ; 
ion, oth Gouasdiv ‘ann. =. 
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“ ne — with fierce Mahummud’s 


The Ou high and ha nt his sword, 
To work you oo woe. 


“ Guard, Genii, guard your Peri King— 
Surround hie soaps tha 

With him your reign of shall live— 
With him your power must die !”” 


In echoes Fre» ee memee voice 


And Toul unknown in in wild reply 
In many peals were flung. 


Amid the dim and ghastly shore 
Stood Ali gazing lone— 
Bewildering around were heard, 
And living thing was none. 


Amid the cavern’s wilds remote, 
Was seen a flitting beam ; 

And flashing li t was seen to rise, 
And sink with dismal gleam. 


And seen at times by wandering fires, 
A cloud of darkness rose ; 

Like clouds that up the darken’d sky 
The burning mountain throws. 


The whirling smoke and mingled flame 
To Ali nearer drew ; 
The Tg mange | cave ahd boundless lake 


dim exposed to view. 


And loud and drear a voice was heard, 
** Arm, mighty Genii, arm ! 

Surround your Monarch’ s trembling throne; 
Wake every powerful charm.” 


PART III. 


THE while Mahummud tranquil stood 
ee erat 

In silence deep their dissolved, 
His followers cluster’d nigh. 


pi alps and, Jo! fr one yonder pit, 


Its swelling dlouds wipro reily tinged 
With streaks of darting flame. 


—— up the cavern’s throat 
The gloomy masses flew ; 
And o’er the desert’s sunny air 
Their darksome shadows threw. 


The faithful soldiers wildly gazed, 
Loud rose their hollow moan : 

‘¢ Mahummud’s bravest friend is lost, 
Our Lion Chief is me i 


But high Mahummud’s tranquil look 
Un still remain’d ; 


He bade their shuddering moanings cease, 
Their tears be all restrain’d. 


“ Where Ali wields his sword of might, 
Where Genii wield their spell, 

That fight preemie 
No mortal tongue may t 


‘ But power beyond the power of men 
To me the combat shews ; Y 
By me is Ali’s valour seen, 
By me his demon foes. 


‘* Let no impatience vex your thoughts, 
No murmurs stain your tongue ; 

Let prayers to aid your hero’s sword 
To Allah’s throne be flung.” 





Yet none could know the words bee spoke, 
Some language strange were they— 
Now low within her lip she lisp’d, 
Now sung a mutter’d lay. 


Mebromed saw her morng lips ; 
the rushing fire ; 
He tamnet hin swift with wrathful glance, 
He raised his sword in ire. 


et: when thus her prayer was broke, 


fainter shone ; 
smoke that rush’d on high, 
was thrown. 


The 
In slower 


And far beneath the soldiers deem’d, 


’s sword had surely broke 
Pehuodhigdis 
earth was felt to shake 


And, loosed from prisoning caves beneath, 
Were watets heard to rush, 
Like floods that burst the rocky den 


But smoke was still ari dark, 

Po hide the earth and aby 

And voices wild were dismal heard _ 
Amid the gloom to cry. 


That 
“1 ” she cried, ‘ 
ape hath now baen books; 
And I must share thy doom !” 


crone their si oh knew. 


CSuly, 
She said, and swift by whirlwind force, 
Amid the gloom was borne : 
Mahummud’s gaze pursued her there— 
He laugh’d in haughty scorn. 


The Prophet waved his gleaming sword, 
He called on Allah’s name ; 

And, lo! from forth the desert far 
A breeze arising came. 


The darksome folds of gather’d smoke 
That o’er the cavern hung, 
That gentle breeze invading pierced, 


And far dispersing flung. 


The gloomy mass was slow dissolved, 
Slow clear’d the darken’d scene ; 
And, lo ! beneath its melting smoke 
A glimmering lake was seen. 


With tranquil breast the shining wave 
Reflects the brightening sky ; 
Athwart its far-expanded breadth 
A ship is seen to hie. 


With arrowy speed the ie came, 
Her swiftness seemed to fly ; 

And Ali’s crescent was seen 
In triumph waving high. 


The soldiers’ gaze intently strain’d, 
Their champion soon could know ; é 

His stately form triumphant rose, 
Above the galley’s prow. 


And other shapes, obscurely seen, 
A gloomy bore ; 

For, bound beneath in servile chains, 
His captives plied the oar. 


And fetter’d dark beneath the mast, 
Their rebel king appears ; 

And yonder hag at Ali’s feet 
Is pouring abject tears. 


“Go, Malik,” thus the Prophet cried, 
% The victor ‘chieftain meet : 

Thus bid lim’ seal the rebels’ fate, 
That crouch beneath his feet. 


“ Amid the lake, yon islet parch’d 
Their place of chains shall be ; 

As gladden’d pilgrims stoop to drink, 
The envious band shall see. 


‘¢ Let those who mock’d at others’ woe, 
Themselves in fetters pray ; 

Let those who gave the rebels aid, 
An-equal ransom pay. 


“ If 
If proofs of faith be showr ; : 
My word, their then may seek 

Arye ters me eerste 


ing years shall quench their hate ; 


SuHAceikp. 








Lord Byren-and: Mr Landor. 


Pa 


To the Editor of Blackwood's Edi 


‘x Be Buen s- > - 
« 3 tome 
LORD BYRON AND MR aay 


Siz,—In a poem, lately published 
by Lord Byron, named Christian, or 
the Island, occurs a note severely re- 
flecting on Mr Landor. 

“ If the reader will apply to his ear the 
sea-shell on his chi he will be 
aware of what is alluded to. If the text 
should appear obscure, he will find in 
“ Geber”’ the same idea better expressed 
in two lines. The poem I never read,.but 
have heard the lines quoted -by a more re- 
condite reader—-who seems to be of a dif- 
ferent opinion from the Editor of the Quar- 
terly Review, who qualified it, in his an- 
swer to the Critical iewer of his Juve- 
nal, as trash of the worst. and most insarie 
description. It is to Mr Landor, the au- 
thor of Geber, so: qualified, and of some 
Latin poems, which vie with Martial or 
Catullus, in obscenity, that the immacu- 
against impurity.” ‘ 

To defend Mr Landor from the 
charge of indecency, brought by such 
a person asthe author of Don Juan, 
and other works which dare not see 
the light, being more obscene than 
Don Juan, wo be mere waste of 
words. I shall therefore only indi- 
cate the reason why Lord B. has at- 
tacked Mr Landor: It was not. his 
verse, but his prose, which excited the 
hostility of the peer—though his 
lordship slurs that circumstance al- 
together. In Mr Landor’s elegant 
Questiuncula, the following passage 
occurs : 

* Summi poeta in omni poetarum s#- 
culo viri fuerunt probi: in nostris id vidi- 
mus et videmus; neque alius est error a 
veritate longius quam magna ingenia mag- 
nis necessario corrumpi vitiis. Secundo 
roles primum, hi maligni- 
tate, ia, et quum aliquem in- 

at styli ue Vitiis notatum, nec 
inficetum tamen nec in libris edendis par- 
cum, sum stipant, predicant, occupant, 
srelbcuaien. tt tone aliquantulum vel- 
let corrigere, si stylum curare paululum, 
si fervido ingenio temperare, si more tan- 
tillum interponere, tum ingens nescio quid 
et vere epicum, quadraginta annos natus, 
t vero febriculis non 
indicari vires, impatientiam ab imbecilli- 
tate non differre ; ignorant a levi 
inconstante multa fortasse scribi posse plus- 
quam mediocria, nihil compositum, ardu- 
um, e#ternum.” , 
Vou XIV. 


The application is plain, and hence 
the anger of Lord B. Mr L. might 
without sting the indignation of the 
without stirring the indignation 
great moralist of Dén Juan ; but the 
* aliquis styli morumque vitiis nota- 
tus,” the “Tévis homo et inconstans,” 
and the low appreciation of Tord By- 
ron’s admirers, weré not to- Be for- 
given. Libelled, of course, Mr Landor 
must be, and, .of course, the first op- 

rtunity was taken for the 

e lines about the shell in Christian 
were obviously written to bring him 
in by the and shoulders. 

Will you permit me to quote the 
following » a8 a specimen of 
sound Latinity, and asa just‘ 
tion of the Reviewers aha oa 
worth—his Lordship’s quondam butts, 
chough now Bisthalt hi ilotrable atts 
and allies ? Aa 

“ Habebant antiqui Ruvidos, Cesios, * 
Aquinos, Suffenos, vt hehemmae Britan- 


mnisifarn longingeym, néc 
ma, neque optimorum voluntas, charitas, 
propensio, neque hominum fere universo- 
rum reverentia, inviolatum conservavit ¢” 
cujus sepulchrum, si mortuus esses antea- 
quam nascerentar, ut voti rei inviserent, et 
laudi sibi magne ducerent vel aspici vel 
credi ibidem 1 i In eorum in- 
geniis observandum est quod Narniensi - 
agro evenisse meminit Cicero, siccitate lu- 
tum fieri. Floces et.fraces, ut veteres di- 
vio dovent, nil 9 aeppesgct re 
exem 
cathe animum ingenii ‘dated Cont 
mode se haberent res mortalium si unum 
quisque corrigeret : de facto universi con- 
sentiunt, de homine plerique dissident.” __ 
Leaving this to the consideration of 
the Brogami,- Jefrisii, and the other 
*¢ librariorum verne,” IT have the lio- 
nour to be, ae 
oa pie ait 
Your most obedient humble ervant, 
TDOLOCLASTES. 
London, July 4, 1823. 
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ia ' 
ODOHERTY. 


Chorus then.—Buller, awake, man.—Chorus, all of you, I say. 


Chorus of Contributors. 
_ So triumph to the Tories, and woe to the Whigs, 
And to all other foes of the nation ; 
Let us be through thick and thin caring nothing for the prigs 
Who prate about conciliation. 


DE MULLION. 


., Bravo, Odoherty, Bravissimo !—that is decidedly one of your very best effu- 


; ODOHERTY. 
. No blarney to me, mon ami. I have taken my degrees in that celebrated 
university. In candour, however, and equity, I am bound to say, that I do 
think it a pretty fairish song, as songs go now-a-days. 
Pa NORTH. 
Why, it must be admitted, that there is an awful quantity of bad songs — 
vented just now. 
3 TICKLER. 


fh must be the case hes long as —, issue . — shoals ; bo ot —_ bear 
a huge proportion to the good/at all times ; for they are just the off-throwi 
of Wee Gohemersi buoyancy of spirit of the day “ as actual buovediey of 
spirit generally breeds nonsense, and affectation of it is always stupidity, you 
must ¢en be content with your three grains of wheat in a bushel of chaff. 

suid NORTH. 

. Xes,.yes-—they must be from their very nature ephemeral. Which of all 
“eur songs—I don’t mean particularly those of the present company—but of all 
the songs now written an composed by all the song-writers now extant—will 
be alive a hundred years hence 

ODOHERTY. 

. Just as many as are now alive of those written and composed, as you most 
technically phrase it, a hundred years since. 

: TICKLER. 

. And that is but poor harvest indeed. Look over any of the song-books 
contain the ditties of our grandmothers or great-grandmothers, and you 

scarcely ever turn up a song familiar to anybody but professed readers.’ 
ODOHERTY. 

_ More’s the pity By all that’s laughable, the reflection saddens me. “ Pills 

to M y,’ has become a. melancholious book in itself. You read 


» puzzling yourself to make out the possibility—how any hu- 
Lasse would by any device have got through the melodies—the uncouth 


: BULLER. 

You know Tom D’Urféy’s plan? "He used to take.a country dance, the 
re.intricate the better ; for, as you see by his dedication, he prided. himeelf 

on kind of legerdemain, and then put words to it as well as he could. 

ODOHERTY. 

ainoe— I know—but I was sa that it is an unpleasant sort of feeling 
you have about you, when you eke 4 like a groping student, songs that you 
are sure made palace and pot-house ring with jollity and fun in the days of 
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King Charles, and warmed the gallan earn of Steins 
the stege of Nam, under hooked-nove Oldgloriou, or f 


_ 


me Da, 
Our countrymen in Flanders ’ 


A hundred years ago, 
When they fought like Alexanders 
Beneath the great Marlboro’. 


Ay, “ the odour’s fled.” They 1 pt "Tike uncorked soda-water. Honest 
Tom D’Urféy, I think I see him now in my mind’s eye, Horatio, holding his 
song-book with a tipsy gravity, and trolling forth— 


Joy to great Cesar 
Long life and pleasure, 


with old Rowley leaning on his shoulder, partl out of that jocular familiari- 
ty, which endeared him to the people in spite of all his rascalities, and part-— 
ly to keep himself steady, humming the bass. 
BULLER. 
Have you seen Dr Kitchener’s book ? 
NORTH. 

I have, and a good, jovial, loyal book it is. The Doctor is,'by all accounts, a 
famous fellow t in cookery, medicine, music, poetry, and optics, on whielt 
he has published a treatise. 


' ODOHERTY. 
~ T esteem the Doctor. 


NORTH. i 4 

The devil you do !—after cutting him up:so abominably in my hemhabaia dee 
an article, you know, inserted while I was in orn without my ered 

ODOHERTY. — - 

Why are you always reminding a man of dip _evil-doings? Consider that I 
have been white-washed by the Insolvent Cont agence let all bec sins go with 
that white-washing. To cut the matter my excellent Cookery- 
book written, founded on the principles practised i 4 pov 99th mess, and was 
going to treat with Longman’s folks about it, when Kitchener came out, and 
pre-occupied the market. You need not wonder, therefore, at my up 
the worthy Doctor, who himself enjoyed the fun, being a loyal Yellow to the 
backbone ; a Tory tough and true. We are now the best Stendp inthe word. 

MULLION; 


ane let that pass—What song-writer of our days, think you, will live? 


NORTH. 
Moore! No, he has not the stamina in him at all. His verses are ele- 
gant, pretty, glittering, anything you please in that line; but they have de- 
which will not allow them to get down to > pone ty. For instance, the 
querulous politics, on your local afuits, Odoh erty, which make them now so ' 
pop ith a very ry latge class of your Beonnnch are mere matters of the 
will die os hors Ee ee ee 
in Ireland ? 
ODOHERTY. 


I do not know how ip tee be—better fighting than ieagriating 3 but, at all ‘ 
events, I hope we will change the B ergs somewhat—I hate monotony; I 
trust that my worthy countrymen will gét some new matter of tumult for 4 
next generation. 

NORTH. 

It is probable that they will—and then, you know, Moore’s—‘ Oh ! breathe 
not his name,” “ Erin, the tear,’”’ &c: &¢. will be just as forgotten @ as ong 
the things in Hogg’s Jacobite relies. 

TICKLER. 

Which will ever stand, or rather fall,-as a memento af the utter perishable~ 

ness of all party song- -writing 
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NORTH. 

And then there’s go poem aa hee rte cere and his 
botany, and zoology, and meteorology, ythology 

ODOHERTY. 

O ay, and the mixed m r, and the downright nonsense—the song 

you quoted just now could be y amended. 
NORTH. 

What song ? 

ODOHERTY. 

«Erin, the smile, and the tear in thine eyes, blend like the rainbow,” &c. 
Now, that is a washy, watery comparison for my hard-drinking country—I lay 
£5 that a jug of uuch w id be a more accurate and truly philosophical em- 
blem ; as thus. There’s the Protestant part of the population inferior in quan- 
tity, superior in strength, apt to get at the head, evidently the whisky of the 
= The Roman Catholics, greater in physical proportions, but infi- 

y weaker, and usually very hot, are 2 ae forth by the water. The 
Orangemen, as their name im , are the fruit, which some palates think too 
sour, and therefore reject, while others think that it alone gives grateful fla- 
vour to the whole. 

MULLION. 
And what's the sugar? 
Way, the cone eiopei i ODOHERTY. . i 
conciliators in among us to sweeten our acidity—and you 
know some think that they have supplied with too liberal a hand,—very "er" 
at the risk of turning the stomachs of the company. 
. NORTH. 

A hopeful illustration—but in truth, Odoherty, your whole conversation is 

redolent of nothing but drink. 
ODOHERTY. 


Tam like Tom Moore's First aioe gentleman without a name, and 
sduwire compotation, not exactly ‘‘'the juice of Earth,” however, as Tom calls 
it, that being, I take it, ditch-water. 
MULLION. 
You never saw the song Tom intended for this drunken angel of his after 
his fall? 
y ODOHERTY. 


Not I—parade it—Is it not in the poem? 
MULLION. 


No, Denman, who-is Moore’s doer of late, cut it out, just as he cut up the 
Pebies. I have a copy, however, which I shall sing. 


Song. of a Fallen Angel over a Bowl of Rum-punch. By T.M. Esq. 


Heap on more coal there, 
And keep the glass moving, 
The frost nips my nose, . 
Though my heart glows with loving. 
Here’s the dear creature, on 
No skylights—a bumper ; ~‘. 
He who a | heeltaps 
I vote him a mum 
With hey cow rumble 0, 
! populorum, 
Merrily, merry men, 
Push round the jorum. 


What are Heaven’s pleasures 
That so very sweet are? 
Singing from ‘ 
In long<or: ‘metre. 
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Without 
Just ike the Cele, 
et to make speeches. 
With hey cow rumble, &c. 


Wide is the difference, 
My own boozing bullies, 
Here the round punch.bow!, 
Heap’d to the full is. 
Then if some wise one 
- Thinks that up “ yonder” 
Is t as we are, , 
y—he'sinablunder. == | 
With hey cow rumble, &e. 


* 


NORTH. 
A very hopeful and well-behaved angel, by my word. 
MULLION. 
Enough of Moore. Campbell ——- é 
NORTH. 
Has written one song, which I hope will live as Tong as “ the flag of Old 
mens waves lordly in pride,” —that i is, I hope, forever. I mean the Ma- 
riners of England. 


eg 


TICKLER. 

A glorious song indeed! But Campbell has disgraced himself by a shabb 
inal the New Monthly, about the dew adhe It is not fit for a gentleman leushedian 
like Campbell to fall into the filth ithe want clh ota 
and write low stuff about Prince Hi yay Set stainless fing of 
France, (which he knows—the blackguards do not—is linked with so many 

‘splendid recollections) the ‘‘ White emblem of white liver.’ 


DR MULLION. 


Some of Sir Walter’s songs will certainly live. 
- NORTH. 

Perhaps—those in his Poems and his Novels, if they are his; but I do not ree 
collect anything particular of any other ; and, in point of fact, never do 
hear them sung by anybody. Bishop, by the: way, has very y set County 
Guy, very poorly indeed. 


ODOHERTY. 

I like Bishop, a worthy pleasant fellow ; but, somehow or other, I foinke bie 
music om but com ilation,—a bar from this body and a bar from 
body—curiously indented and dovetailed, I admit, but still only joinery end 
ns 

NORTH. 


has said a word about Byron. 
TICKLER. 
Dead as Harry the Eighth, andit is a pity. Heavens! who can think that 
of C Harold, bier tare aier pect ing ene na 
e is now, a scribbler in a we i Ams a patron 
At, however, speaks volunes in favour of the morality of the coun- 
all, when we find, that even genius, as his, must sink, if it 
dares oppose what we are still determined to call ion and loyalty. 


opoHERTY, (handing the 
I have brought down Christian. Would you wish to look at it 


BULLER. 
Does it sell ? 
ODOHERTY. 
Not at all, though the third edition is advertised. I-was told at 
that they had not disposed of a hundred. It would have had a 


better chance 
with Murray ; but he and his lordship have- broken, after a furious quarrel. 


The correspondence ny them is said to be: 


& 





¢ 
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Of course we shall have an awful libel on Joannes de Moravia in due time. 

I hope so, from the bottom of mysoul 5 for then Murtay will take vengeance 
in turn. I had rather than a tenpenny, and that cash, that we could print 
Byron’s Critique on the Pot of Basil. 

TICKLER. — 

Faugh, don’t mention it. 

. mien 

Christian, I see, is a poor thing, with a good bit here.and there in it, but not 
the least originality. Te i is the old hero—the Lara, the Conrad, the fellow of 
whom his lordship found the perm in Miss Lee’s Kruitzner, transported to 
Botany Bay, or thereabouts, where, instead of mosques, ahd kiosks, and tam- 
bourgis, and phingaris, we are entertained with Toobonai, and Boolootoo, 
Mooa, Figi, Hooni, Licoo, Guateo, Goostrumfoo, e¢ omne quod endeth in oo. 
And the womankind are the old womankind, not a bit the worse for the 
wear. 

TICKLER. 

Yes, and ang have the same amaging industry in transferring Bligh’s Nar- 
rative, that he has shewn so often before. But the introduction—and indeed 
some ct passages, remind us of the better days of Byron.—Listen, 

‘\The morning watch was come ; the vessel lay 

Her. course, and gently made her liquid way ; 

The cloven billow flash’d from off her prow, 

In furrows form’d by that majestic plough ; 

The waters with their worlds were all before ; 

_—_ md the South Sea’s many an islet shore. 
q tox w dappling, “gan to wane, 

_ Dividing ros an dawning main ; 
The dolphins, not unconscious of the day, 
Swam high, as eager of the coming ray ; 

The stars from broader beams began to creep, 
And lift their shining eye-lids from the deep ; 

The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white, 
And the wind fiutter’d with a fresh’ning flight ; 
The purple ocean owns the coming sun, 

But ere he break—a deed is to be done.” 


botgsa ODOHERTY. 
Very toploftical, to be sure. Commend me to the panegyric on what our 
friend Fogarty (from whom his lordship appears to have-taken the idea) calls 
“* Tobacco, lord of plants.” ’ 


But here the herald of the self-same mouth ie, 
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south, 4 
.. Not like a ‘‘ bed of violets” on the gale, 
Bat such as wafts its cloud o'er grog or ale, 
ee oe a eee oe ed Wloge { 
» Its odours over either zone, 7 
puff’d where’er winds rise or waters roll, 
Had a smoke = a ery ithe Pole, 
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flashed, 
And reeked, ’midst omit ilies unabash’d, 
To Zolus a constant sacrifice, 


wpe 3 every change of all the varying skies. 
And what was he who bore it? I mi err, 


But deem him sailor or philosopher. 
Sublime tobacco! which from east to west 
8 the tar’s labour or.the Turkman’s rest ; 


Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides 
His hours, and rivals opium and his brides ; 
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Magnificent in Stamboul, but less grand, 
Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand ; — 
Divine in hookas, glorious iia pipe, 
When tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich} and-ripe, 
Like other charmers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress ; 
Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties—Give me a cigar ! 


And as we are talking of it, do hand us over that paper of Cotton's 
until I blow a cloud. A st 
NORTH. 


Why, Odoherty, you have scarcely brought us aby news from London. 
‘ ODOHERTY. 

How could you expect blood from a turnip? \ There's tio news there. 
Parliament was just spinning down, when I quitted the cit? as drowsily as a 
tetotum—nothing doing in the monde literaire—the Haymarket gay, to be sure, 
and our friend Terry, drollest of actors, as he is among the worthiest of men, 
making the populace laugh—but I brough ere down a special article on Lon- 
don, from a friend of mine, which will you ev ing tellable, so you 
need not pump me. a 


DR MULLION. 
Did you see any of the gentlemen of the press? ~ 
] of martyrs in full array ; just as stupendous! 
Saw the whole army 0 in ‘3 just as 
dull as ever, and, sr I tnietalie, more vicious, to speck as a jockey peat 
the lower orders, than varmint. When I knew the body first were a fine 
hard-drinking pudding-headed race, who just got through thei 
as fast as their fingers would let them—spouted at the Eccentri 
themselves with cheese and porter, and occasionally, when the funds were 
good, with Hollands and water, not caring a single for politics, or 
thinking themselves at all primed up with the opinions were advocating 
oO: ve tap a SO ee a two or three 
of whom I got misty one night at Offley’s—but, sir, the. ey portion of 
them have Coan horsibly altered for shee heheas: oP en ; 
NORTH. ‘ 
How ? 0 thy Fibeeney 
ODOHERTY. ia oe 
The poor creatures cman have set up to have opinions of their own—the 
idiots—and to have personal quarrels, and animosities, and principles, and 
fiddle-de-dee. bd atRs Mice 
TICKLER. 


Pal audacious. Can’t they eat their victuals when they get them ‘in 
ne 


NORTH. 


press is unquestionably becoming very base. What a hi- 


~The news bly 
pee stectable ettack, some of the Wiagend Radel pajens-métie'on Jehu 


ODOHERTY. 
the press-gang itself justice ! There was almost a universal outcry 
at that brutal business even among themselves. It was abominable. John; 
however, put it down like a man. 
NORTH. bs Pe Tigao te es 
Well now, had the unfortunate Beaconites, which we still have thrown imour 
faces, though heaven knows their worst crime was stupidity—done anything a 
Pale Whig > in atrocity, what an uproar w have been raised 


whole Whig party ! 
TICKLER. 


And deservedly, for they would have been base assassins ; | i 
may do anything—the taieet as well as the most malignant any bcc 





Noctes. Ambrosvane. No. X. 
ODOEERTY, (sings. ) 
Rail no more,. Tories, rail no more ; 
im are but asses ever, 
On » OD wave, on sea, on shore, 
All rascals of white liver. 
Then rail not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting sounds of wrath and woe 
Into hey Ninny! nonny. 


2. 
Sing merry ditties, and no mo 
Of lumps so dull and heavy ; 
‘The heads of Whigs were ever so, 
' Since summer first was leavy. 
Then rail not so, &c. 


There's a touch Shakesperian for you, in the twinkling of a bed-post. 
NORTH. 
You are not drinking anything, Tickler. 
TICKLER., 
I cannot say I like your wine. It is souring on my stomach. 
} NORTH. 
_ Cannot you get spirits then. I'll concoct a jug. 
TICKLER, (sings. ) 
So be it. 


Drink to me only from a jug, 
ratty pind 

So fill my glass with whi unch, 
And Tl not look for ro voted 

The thirst that. in my throat doth rise 
Doth ask a drink divine ; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sip, 
That honour I’d resign. 


The second verse is not worth parodying. Aye, this is something like. Your 
health, Mr Editor. pas eere 


NORTH. 


Mr Tickler, I have a easure of drinking your very y good health. Apro< 


~ pos, has not Boone published a poem on things in gene 
ODOHERTY. 


- I saw one in a certain place, sadly mutilated, and have read only two pages. 


It is a puff on Mr Canning. 
Very superfi thereft years good jok th &. 
“| erfluous, ore. It is, moreover, a joke to see the 
tan of the Council of Ten, the essence of gravity, thinking to flatter the witty 
Giaselineniact:nave:leegheed at Gib Vdat,-dot bn sheove, ¥ sien fo 
3 ing must have at , in his sleeve, I mean—for 
BULLER. 


I suppose he addressed the book, 


ie: ——0O Boone, ne te 
of z Frustrere. : 
4 * % * * 
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| Works preparing’ for Publitation. 


WORKS PREPARING FOR PUBLICATION. 
——_ t 
LONDON. 


Mr Alaric A. Watts will publish in a 
few days, Poetical Sketches, with Stanzas 


Controversy, by Mrs Hannah Adams, will 
soon 


Mr Herewesilics has in the press a Trea- 


tise on the Law of Boroughs and Corpora- 
tions, deduced from the earliest to the pre- 
3 the Histery, Origin, and Law, 

of ight of Election, and of the King’s 
i Chartets ; as well 


lication, 
10 Voeal and 35 Instrumental ; composed 
fer every class of Voice and every sort of 
Instrument generally used in Concert ; and 
Tustrated by two Lectures, of which 2 
s has been published 

A new edition of the Decameron of Boc- 

i Text fromthe MS. 
of Manelli, by Mr Bi b 

A Classical Assistant to the Study of 
Homer, Virgil, and in the Translations of 


A New Map of the 
Miles round London, on a scale of one 
inch and a quarter to a mile, ini 
the whole of the Reads, (which are from 
actual survey,) the exact situation of the 
Noblemen’s and Gentlemen’s 
the Names of the Occupiers, and ev, 
other object worthy of notice, will a 
in a few days. 

The Wilderness, or the Youthful Days 
of Washington, a Tale of the West, by 


ee t, will soon appear. 
_ Madame Adele Thon is about to pub- 


Marylebonne. 

Italian Stories; selected and ‘translated 
by Miss Holford, Author of Wallace, War- 
beck of Wolfstein, &c., are for 


ith an sriginal Map, Tables of the Re. 
venue and jon; a ical Re- 
port and ive Index; by Sir 
John Malcolm, G. C. B., d&c. will appear 
in the course of the month. 

The Case of the High Sheriff of Dublin. 
This volume will comprise a sketch 
transactions Se have 
this important Inquiry ; 

nnecied wi 


sive; the Minutes of Evidence, as printed 
by order of poms of Commons, with 
Notes and References ; the Papers 
sented to Parliament, and several ard 
lished Documents. The whole 
for the Press by a Barrister of the Mi 
Temple. wit a 
Shortly be published, Mammon in 
London, or the Spy of the Day ; a chaxac- 
istic and satirical Romance, on the me- 
del of Le Diable Boiteux. In 3 yols. 
Facetize Cantabrigienses ; 
Smart Sayings, &e. by, or relating to, ¢e- 
lebrated Cantabs; being a Companion to 
the Cambridge Part. 


A 
edition of Johnsen’s Dictionary is in a 


course of publication in India. The public 
Will he indtd for this work to the Isbouae 


- teristic 


minster Hall, with a Plan of the Hall, and 
-an Elevation of the Northern Portal, is now 


A ee Se ape fom | 


ou. XIV. 





Version of Todd’s enlarged 


108 


ted Remains of the Roman Station at Cas- 
tor; with Plates of the Mosaic Pavements, 
&c. By E. T. Artis. , 
In the Letters on the Highlands 
of containing Descriptions of the 
Scenery, and an Account of the Manners, 
ges, Antiquities, History, &c., of the 
Hi Written and addressed to 
Sir Walter Scott, Bart. 
Truth; or, an A te the People of 
in behalf of the Op Poor 
in the South of Ireland ; laying open the 
oe cae Disease, 
and Crime; pointing out the inefficacy of 
those Means which are now s' for 
Relief ; and urging the Adoption of a just 
and natural Measure, by which alone they 
can be effectually rescued from present, 
and ed from future Misery. 
. In a few days will be published, a Gram- 
mar of the Latin Language, by C. G. 
Zumpt, Professor in the Frederic’s Gym- 
a Translated from the Ger- 
man, with additions, by the Rev. John 
Kenrick, A. M. . 
A new edition is ing of the Diver- 
sions of Purley, by John Horne Tooke. 
The Aristocracy of W ealth and Fashion ; 
being a concise Account of the Scotch and 
Irish Baronets; and of the Knights and 
most considerable or distinguished Com- 
moners of Great Britain and Ireland, after 
the manner of the Peerage and English 
Baronetage, &c., &c. 
.. & Description of an Electrical Telegraph, 
and of some other Electrical A: 
with eight Plates, by Francis Ronalds, 
will soon appear. 
: Pg Rev. — has in the press, 
— Displayed ; or, a 
View of the Four Grand Systems of Reli- 


Works Preparing for Publication. 


(July, 
gion, namely, Christianity, Judaism, Pa- 
ganism, Mahommedism, and of the 
various existing Denominations, Sects, and 
Parties, in the Christian world. 

A> Gentleman, well known in the Lite. 
rary World, is at present occupied in pre- 
paring a History of Modern Italy. This 
Work, offering a compressed Version. of 
M. De Sismondi’s invaluable Histoire des 

bliques Italiennes, and completed. from 
Mauratori and other original authorities, is 
nearly ready for publication in 8vo. 

Miscellaneous Collections, forming a 
Fourth Volume to the Lounger’s Com- 
mon-Place Book, 

A New beautifully printed and popular 
royal 12mo volume for the use of Com- 
mercial Gentlemen, will appear in a few 
days, by Mr Wright, Accountant, Fen- 
church Street, entitled, ‘‘ The New Mer- 
cantile Assistant, and General Cheque 
Book,” containing Nine copious py 
tinct Sets of Tables.—The first Series, 
(which contain more. than One Hundred 
Tables) are Calculations by Reduction, on 
a Novel and Simple principle ; exhibiting, 
at one view, what any Commodity, pur- 
chased in the aggregate, i. ¢. by the Ton 
or Cwt., costs. per single lb., stone, or qr. 
any Number of lbs. or stones, or qrs.; or 
vice versa.—The Eight other Tables relate 
to the Public Funds, Life Annuities, Wine 
and Spirits, Hay and Corn, &c. &c, all 
peculiarly simple, and adapted to the pur- 
poses of Commerce, and as a cheque in 
the Counting- House. 

Nearly ready—a new Edition of ‘‘ The 
Young Countess,” a Tale for Youth, much 
improved and embellished by two fine En- 
gravings by Rhodes, from Drawings by 
Craig. 





MONTHLY LIST OF NEW PUBLICATIONS. 
LONDON. 


ARCHITECTURE. 
ca heme agerad of the Public 
Buildings don; accompanied by 
‘Historical, Descriptive, and Critical Ac- 
counts. By J. Britton, F. S. A., &c., and 
Augustus Pugin. No. II. price 5s. me- 
dium» 8vo. ; 8s. imperial 8vo.; and 14s. 
medium 4to., with proofs. 
BIBLIOGRAPHY. 
*& e of a Miscellaneous Collec- 
dale of the prise aflzed, by Joh andi Ar 
at the prices by John and Ar. 
-thur Arch, ining a considerable num. 
-ber of useful, scarce, and curious Works, 
and specimens of early Printing, and the 


“most valuable recent Publications. Price * 


“in 

' 's Catalogue of Optical, Philoso- 
phical, and Mathenctieal’ hintainaanes 
with a iptive Enumeration of the Ap- 


“Operative 


logy, and'in the prosecution of the recent 
Discoveries in Electro-Chemical Science. 


Is. 

Part III. of Isaac Wilson’s Catalogue of 
Books, New and Second-hand, in every 
department of Ancient and Modern Litera- 
ture ; comprising the whole of the, choice, 
extensive, and very valuable Library of the 
late Rev. J. Hawksley, Minister of Alder- 
manbury Postern Chapel, London ; and 
extensive Collections from other libraries 
recently sold in London and Edinburgh, 
now on Sale at No. 49, Lowgate, Hull, at 
the Low Prices affixed, for Ready Money. 

BOTANY- 

Flora Domestica; a Descriptive Cata- 
logue of Plants which may be reared in 
the House, with directions for their Treat- 
ment, and IIustrations from the Works of 
the Poets. 

BIOGRAPHY. 
The Holy — Mrs Elizabeth Wal- 
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ker, giving a Modest and Short Account 


of her Exemplary 

Anthony” Walker, D «9 Rector of .Fy- 
field, Essex. First pokes try in 1690. A 
new rh abridged and -revised by the 
Rey. J. W. Brooks, Domestic Chaplain to 
Lord Viscount Galway. 

The Bi ical Cabinet ; containing a 

Collection of Portraits of eminent and dis- 
ed Persons of every Age and Na- 
tion, with Memoirs of their Lives and Cha- 
racters. By James Harrison. 
DRAMA. 

Faust; a Drama, translated from the 
German of Goethe and Schiller’s Song of 
the Bell. By Lord Francis Leveson Gower. 

EDUCATION. 

A Grammar of the Three Principal Ori- 
ental L » Hindoostanee, Persian, 
and Arabic, on a plan entirely new and 
perfectly easy ; to which is added, a set of 
Persian es, com for the Au- 
pe by Merga Mohammed Saulili of Shi- 

raz; accompanied with an English Trans- 
lation, by William Price, Esq. 4to. £1, 
10s. 

Practical Logic; or, Hints to Young 
Theme Writers, for the purpose of leading 
them to Think and Reason with accuracy. 
By B.H. Smart. 3s. 6d. 

A Plea in Behalf of a Christian Coun- 
try, for the Christian Education of its 
Youth, addressed i Classes — 

Abridged from the larger Wor 
pe Acar George Monro, M. A., Vi- 
car of Letterkenny, Ireland, in the » year 
1711. 4s. 6d. 

Lettres 4 Isabelle, ou quelques Réflex- 
ions sur 1’ Education et la té. Par Ma- 
dame Adele du Thon. 

aes itome of Locke’s Essay on the 

nderstanding; in Question and 
y poem for the use of those who intend to 
enter on the study of Metaphysics. 

Resamond, a Sequel to Rosamend in 
Early Lessons. By Maria Edgeworth. 
second rae 5s. 


the French L. 


3 or, a Guide to 

ised on an easy 
and methodical Plan for Youth, and Per- 
sons who wish to study the Elements of 


that Language with or without Writing 


Exercises ; and likewise a Book of Refer- 
ence for Persons who wish to translate 
ish into French. By J. Maurois, 
Author of “ A Modern French Conversa- 
tion,”’ and ** Observations on the Study of 
the French Language”’ The second edi- 
tion, corrected and much improved. 5s. 
The Youthful Travellers; or, Letters 
chiefly descriptive of Scenes visited by some 
Young People during a Summer Excur- 
sion, ed as Examples of the Episto- 
lary Style for Children. 18mo. half-bound, 
with Pilates, price.2s. 6d.. 
FINE ARTS. 


Canova in his Workshop, engraved in 
the first style, in the line manner. x 
H. Worthington, from a Painting by F. 
Fabre. Proofs on India paper, Ll, a 
Prints, 10s. 6d. 

Chapeau de Paille, a finely-executed en- 
graving by Mr R. Cooper, of the cele- 
brated Antwerp Beauty, from Sir P. P. 
— Prints, 10s. 6d. each. Proofs, 

> 1s 

A View.on the Thames, near Battersea, 
from an admired Pai by Mr Charles 
Deane, and finely engraved in the line man- 
be by iy Pugin Sasi, e inches 
oe - India paper proofs, L.1, 1s. z 
French paper, ditto, 1s. ; and prints 
10s. 6d. each. f 

Views in Spain, from the Original 
Sketches made in a Tour 

in 1813. .By Edward eve 

Esq. F. R.S. No. II. containing 

rene in ruins, Catalana; La Puebla 
de Arlanzon, Alava; Cathedral, Valencia ; 
Castle of Chinchilla, Murcia; Tolosa, Gui- 


puscoa. 

Twenty vings of -—s Tigers, 
Panthers, oak theo. Thomas 
Landseer, from Drawings Deine by Edin Lan 
seer and ‘Edgar Spilsbury. Thee Deew 
ings are some of immediately 
from nature, and the remainder from Ru- 
bens, Reydinger, Rembrandt, and Stubbs, 
corrected by a reference to the living ani- 
mals. A Pictorial and Physiological 
on the Soin ae o_o - os 
gra’ In 1 vol. royal 4to. Price 

1, i; Proofs, L-2, 3. 

“ho VIIL. of a Series of Big ae 
outline, by Henry Moses, of the 
of Antonio Canova, in Sculpture and Mo; 
delling, with Descriptions from the Italian 
of the Countess A lbrizzi. 

HISTORY. 

Sismondi’s History of France. Histoire 
des Francais. Par J.C. L. Simonde de 
Sismondi. Toms IV. V. et VI. 8vo. Price 
L.1, 13s. 

Historical Tilustrations of Quentin Dar. 
ward, selected from Philip de 
Brantome, and other French Writers ; with 
Remarks on each Chapter, pointing out the 
coincidences or discrepancies between the 
Novelist and the Historian ; with Portraits 
of Louis XI, Charles the Bold, ana Thi 
lip de Comjnes. 8yo. 7s. 

LAW. - 

A Law Glossary of the Latin, Greek, 
Norman, French, and other Languages, 
interspersed in the Commentaries by Sir 
William Blackstone, and various: Law 
Treatises upon each Branch of the Profes- 
sion, translated into English, and alphabe- 
tically arranged. Second edition. By Tho- 
mas Toglan,. 9s. ‘ 

Reports ef Cases argued an’ determined 
in the 's Court, 3Geo. IV. 
Vol. I. pie es tte be genet) By N. 
Simons and J. Stuart, of Lincoln’s 
Inn, Barristers at Law, Reports 





Ho 
ore ta. continuation of Mr .Maddock’s. 


j Bépovs of Cases heard in the Hoxie of 
Appeals and Writs of Error, 
during the Sessioiis 1819, By. 

Esq. Barrister at Law. Vol. 
Past . with Endtexes. (To be continued.) 


OD bjeitions to the Belg agrhe p15 
of the Law relating to Principal and Fac. 
og ter, of the Middle 
2s. 


cap. 164; including me Statute 3 Geo. IV. 
cap. 1117, Sone S the Stamp Duties on 
Re-vonveyances of M &c. Yo 
which are added, Notes of Cases decided 
on the Stamp Laws in general; with Re- 
féretices to the Statutes 44 Geo. ILI. cap. 
~- and mye pe Tif. - 149; shewi 
present r Du together wi 
Practical sistfctlats ow © gee Peper et 
pm tn » &e. &e.; with a Di- 
By Walter J. Im ys 
of the Inner Ter le. 6s. m raed 
eau Judgments delivered by Sir 


pte are sem when Chief Justice of 
the Common Pleas, from Michaelmas 1660 
to Ben joe 1667. 
Manitsctipts. 
*s Inn, Esq. 
Ds. " 


Edited from the Har- 
By S. Bannister, of 
rister at Law, 


Mr Freshfield, to 

the House of Com. 

mons; to ‘whoth ‘the Petition of the Mer- 
Geoen a neh renders se 
a istory © Law 

of agli pon th point in Question ; 
and a the Effect of the Law upon 
the Commercial Interest of the Country, 
and the Risks to which Merchants 
are ‘ex, in the ordi Purchases of 
Merchandise. Taken in short-hand by Mr 

Second edition. 


&3 affected By the Reg 
Mode of effecting 
pt oan) are and rae 
bilities e Mortgagee. Thomas 
nthony 


MISCELLANIES. 

Sketehes of the Nepal War in 
India, i the Years 1814, 1615, and 1616, 
with an Map of thie Operations of 
the Armies under Majot-General Sir David 
Ochtesiony, Bart., G.'C. B., and other 

Offers: By An Bye: Witness. 5s. | 
2 A Bret tion of eeftain parts of 
= made to His Majeney' Prins 
cipal Secretaty of State, on the subject of 
j ents in the Metro. 
: deducibte from 


aidan: of we nated 
inguin tos adh pre 


those tepealed and 
ip Duties ; 'the ‘Excise 
rar are not in any other publi- 
‘Whe kind; -Abstraets of the most 
oan Acts recently passed ; with other 


Monthly List of New. Publications. 


by Private an Official Correspondence, . : 

nm of. ah Electrical Telegraph, 
and of some other Electrical Apparatus ; 
with Eight Plates, engraved by Lowry. 
By Francis Ronalds. 8vo. 6s. 

A Refutation of the Incorrect State, 
ments and Unjust Insinuations contained 
in Capt. Brénton’s Naval History of Great 
Britam, as far as the same refers to the 
Conduct of Admiral Sir George Montague,, 
G.C.B. in a letter addressed to the Au- 
thor. “Second edition. 2s. 6d. 

A Letter to the Gentlemen of Great Bri- 
tain and Ireland, on the rate of Wages that, 
they are pow paying to their Men Servants ;; 
with an account of the Duties and Annual, 
Wages of Stewards, Butlers, Gardeners, 
Men Cooks, Valets, Grooms of the Cham- 
ber, Coachmen, Grooms, Footmen, Under 
Butlers, and Porters, By G. P. Witson, 

» 1s. 6d. 
eeu Words and Phrases; or, an At 
tempt to colleet the Lingual Localisms of. 
that County. By Edward Moor, F..R. Ss 
FiAS. &. 10s. 64. 

Mirth for Midsummer, Merriment ‘for 
Michaelmas, Cheerfulness for Christmas, 
Laughter for Liady-Day; forming a Col- 
lection. of Parlour Poetry; ahd Drewing- 
Room Drollery, suitable for all Seasons, 
and onl eaying Smiles for Sunimer, Anruse- 

ment for Autumn, Wit for W inter, Spright- 
liness for Spring. 4s. 

The Two Bourbons; or, the War-Cry 
of Paris and Madrid. By B. Read. 

A Pan A to Mr Reed’s Advertisement t6 
the Seventh Edition of ‘*‘ No Fiction ;” 
with a Review of “* Martha.” By Francis 
Barhett, Author of *‘ Memoirs by Him- 
self.” 6d. 

Entertainment for Leisure Hours; con- 


_—= Moral Talés, ——— 
Gleanings, Original Commiuni- 
cations, ‘Miscellaneous Pieces and Poetry, 
selected from the best authors, 

a &c. By Peter Mackinnell. 12mo, 
5s. 


Mrs Jane Townley’s Answer to the Edi- 
ter of the Council of Ten. 1s. 

The Etonian. A Seriés of Essays, Cri- 
ticisms, and Delineations of Life and Man- 
ners. The Third Edition, revised. L.1, 
11s. 6d. 

Phen a Cambist, and Commercial 


a fall and aceurate Trea- 
“ou 4 on che s Retliengsh Monies, Weights, 


and Measures of all Trading Nations and 
their Colonies. By nna Kelly, LL.D. Ia 
2 vols. 4to. . Price Four Guineas, in 
boards. 


Sketches if Bedlam } or Charaoterstic 
Traits of Insanity, ds displayed in the Cases 
of Owé Huhdred and Forty Patients of both 
Sexes, now or recently confined in New 





stant Observer. 10s. Gd. 

The Hermit Abroad. By the Author 
of “ The Hermit in London,” and ** Her. 
mit in the 2” 92s, 

. Tusttations, Historical, Biographical, 


tractors of the Colom. 
bian Loan, on the and Non-rati- 
fication of the Loan and Debentures, and 
on the Fabrication of Mr Zea’s Powers, 
under whith the Loan was contracted, and 
the Debentures treated. By a Member of 
the Honourable of Lincoln’s Inn. 

The Road to Hap Is. 64. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer’s New 
Beer Act. The explicit Directions for 
pores vy hepmirig by Mr Ham, 
‘amnilies roducé 


WOVELS AND TALES. 
- Kirst Affections ; an Oxfordshire Story. 


vols. 12s. 
Hauberk Hall; a Series of Facts. By 
Henry Brebner. 10s. 6d. 
wit You Like It,. Volume the Second. 
‘game go ty the ee vet 
lately published, wi may h 
as a work complete in itself. Price 6s. 


eg se. By te Author of * Lo. 


o The Farmers ; 7 © epates for the Times, 
ne England. 


the siti 


- Notes. 
Ponical pen rs 


mM 


Day. A Poem, in Four 
Cantos. Dy Pores Gobo Llustrated by 
Thirty-two Engravings, after designs by 
the most emjnent Artists. In noyal Svo, 
Price L.2, 2s, § also, in i 8yo. with 


Charles Poon, Bag lin 6d. 
The Discarded Son, a Tale, and 
ea a ee 


yey a Poem, Ay kee - 


other Poems, 
Hunt, Bart. 
The Island; or, Christian and hin Com» 


Linear ‘Det by per 
pial ew and adapted to 


ay oe see aetnene Bt Beiilah Poetry, chichly eo se- 


lected from Authors of high celebrity, and 
Writings..... 





“PREOLOGY. 
; or, Plans.of Ser. 
y-intended as Outlines to be 
filled. up by Written Compositions, or to 
assist and facilitate Extemporaneous De- 

livery. -1vol. 12mo. 4s. 
A General View of the Doctrine of Re. 

jon in tism. 

’D.D. Dean wf Nagy “ag 
St Paul’s Thorn in the Flesh, explained 
in a Discourse on 2 Corinthians, xii. 7. with 
a Notes. By the Rev. J. G. 


olley. 

The Perfect Model for Christian Teach- 
emi: Is. 6d. 

A Sermon Preached to the English Con- 
grtegation assembled at Rome, Sunday, 6th 
April 1823, for the Benefit of the Primi- 
tive Church of the Vaudois, or Ancient 
Abigenses and Waldenses. By the Rev. 
Lewis Way, A. M. Ministercof.the Epi 


Protestant Chapel at Nice, in Sar- 


Names of Persons and Places 
Intended as a:Com- 
of the Ag 
oung Persons. ds. 


Editions By the Rev. J. W. Brooks. 
Scripture 


ane Oe > 
tures, for the ease of 


- Sermons chiefi for the use of 
Families. By John Fawcett, A. M., Rec-. 
tor'of Scaleby and P ual Curate of St 
Cuthbert’s, i hird Edition, 2 
Vols. 12mo. eee ee 

Sermons, preached before a Coun 
Congerpnsons by, William Bishop, a 


mp oe on Scepticism, especially as it 
is connected with subjects of Organization 
and Life, being an Answer to the Views of 
M. Bichat, Sir T. C. Morgan, and Mr 
Laurence, upon those points. By the. Rev. 
Thomas Rennell, A.M, Sixth Edition. 
2s. 6d. 

Lectures on Migicles selected, fram the 
New Testament. By the Author of “+ Lec. 
tures on Parables,” and ‘‘ Geraldine.”? 
Cr. 8yo.. 8s. 

TOPOGRAPHY. : 

yay iz Diluvianz; or, Observations 

on the Organic Remains contained in Caves, 
Fissures; and. Diluvial Gravel, and on 
other Geological Phenomena, attesting the 
action of an Universal Deluge. By the 
Rev. Wm. Buckland, B.D. F.R.S. ¥. L.S, 
Professor of Mineralogy and Geology in 
the University of Oxford. 4to. £1, Lis, 6d. 

A concise Description of the English 
Lakes and the Mountains in their vicinity 5 
with remarks on the Mineralogy and Geo« 
logy of the District... By Jonathan Otley. 
12mo.. 4s, 6d. 

VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 
«» Journal of a Tour in France in the 
Years 1816 and 1817. By Frances Jane 
Carey. _1.vol. 8vo. 
The Pyrenees and the South of France, 


- during the Months of Noyember and De- 


cember 1822. By A. Thiers. 
Letters from Mecklenburg and Holstein; 
re ren rising an Account of the Free Cities 
amburg and Lubeck. Written in the 
Soe of 1820. By George Downes, 


Ade of the Scenery of Dunkeld 
and of >» in Atholl. In] yol. duo- 
decimo, 


' EDINBURGH. 


The Edinburgh Christian Instructor, 


oi, Review, No, IX. 


the Wernerian Natural His- 
tory. Society. Vol. IV. Part 2d. 8yo. 10s. 


Case of the Inhabitants of Edinburgh, 
relative to the Classical Education of their 
Sons. By A. Scott, Esq. Svo. Is. 

Original Institutions of the Princely Or- 
ders of Collars. By Sir William Segar, 
From an 0 MS. in the Advocates’ 
Library, now first published with Eight 
Engravings, being fac similes of the ori- 
ginal drawings, splendidly coloured embla- 
zones | in. one,volume quarto, printed by 

ne, half.bound, £1, lls. 6d. 

‘Sir wer Bis Witliaw Beane Knight, Garter Prin- 
cipal King at Arms,during the reign of James 
the First, is well known as the author of a 
valuable work, entitled, Of Honour, Mi- 
litary and Civil ; treating of Jurisdiction 
Military, Knighthood, Combats, and pre« 





monson’s work, which phe 
ry ‘his other’ Serge 
eft a short account of the Orignial 
Toositutions of the Princely Orders of nd 
lars, dedicated to his Jamés the i 
Tine This work, which has not hitherto Privers oe P 
been published, and from which the present a Post 8vo, 10s. 6d: 5 
impression has been now belongs 5 
to the Library of the Faculty of Advocates “The Life of Str ‘Phomas € 
Edinburgh. It is written upon vellum, 


* The. historical notices which accom- 
on the emblazonings of the aman + pre 
although short, are ; and no- 
can be more esc then the co- 
louring and emblazonings of the Cellars by 
Segar. They have been minutely ae 
for the. emi pte so, by Mr Lizars, 
ey usual ingenuity, has succeed- of Killoe. vo, 


wsiageus 


MONTHLY RB REGISTER. | 


Mewepepiocieat TaBvr, extracted fom the Register kept at Aaherah, ini the. 
Observatory, Calton-hilt. 


9 Li te fe and after. 
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Monthly Register. 


Isty..... 24s. 08. 
2d,......228. Od. | 


Os. Zid. to Os. 8a: 
New Potatoes (28 Ib.) Os. 6d. to Os. 8d. 
Fresh Butter, per Ib. 1s. 2d. to Os. Od. 
Salt ditto, per stone 16s. Od. to Os. Od: 
Ditto, perlb. ~. .. Is. Od. to Os. Od. 
Eggs, per dozen . Qs. 8d, to Os. Od. 


HADDINGTON.—July 11. 
* "Wheat. Barley. Oats. Pease. Beans. 
Ist, ....31s. Od. | Ist, ....28s. Gd. | Ist; ...22s. 6d. } Ist, ... 19s. 6d. } Ist, ... 19s. 6d. 
od 30s. 6d. 2d, ose 268. 6d. 2d,.....20s. 0d. 2d, eee 17s. 6d. 2d, oe 17s. 6d. 
3d, ....288. Od. | 3d, ....25s. Od. | 3d, ....18s: Od. | 3d, ./. 168. Od. 3d, ... 16s. Od. 
, Average; £1 : 8s. 10d. 6-12ths. 
Average Prices of Corn in England and Wales, from the Returns received in the Week 
; ended July 5. 
Wheat, 60s. 1d.—Barley, 31s. 64.—Oats, 25s. ld.— Rye, 56s. 7d.—Beans, 36s. 7d.—Pease, 36s. 5d. 
London, Corn Exchange, July 7. Liverpool, July 15. 
; Se Be 5 s dd &. d. 
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[Weekly Price of Stocks, from 2d to.23d June 1823. 
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1923.7] Monthly Register. 115! 
Course of Exchange, July 5 —-Ametasiam, 12; via Ga F. Ditto sigh 12: 
Rotterdam, 12 : Antwerp, 12 : Ut, Hemera Altona, 38: 4. Paris, 3, 
d. 25 : 90. ‘Dike 38 10. Bourdeausy 2B ‘Frankfort the Main ; 

Pete , per rble, 8§ : :$. Us. Berlin, 7: 11. Vienna, 10:30 Bf fo. Tete, 10: 
Eft fo mind, 86}, Cadiz, 36} Bilbon, 36%. Bercelanay 88). Seville, 363.” Gibral 
tar, 30}. 464. 434. Venice, 28 : 10. - Abe 38... 
Palermo, 117. Lisbon, 514. Oporto, 514. _ Rio Janeiro, 47. Bahia, 4 _ Dublin, 
94 per cent. Cork, 9} per cent. oud cack 
Prices of Gold and Silver, per oz.—Foreign gold, in bars, £3: 17 >.6d, N 
Doubloons, £0.:0:,.0d, New Dollars, 4s. 9d. Silver in bars, stand. 4s, Pid’ ~~ 


pot by 





PRICES CURRENT, July 12.—Lonpon;'8. Dae 


SUGAR, Muse. LEITH. GLASGOW. | LIVERPOOL. 
P. Dry Brown, . ewt. | 57 to rh 
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SPIRITS, 16 0. gall. 
am. Hum, ° 
Brandy, 


> ‘es © e. 


ae 
bite paren HVT ae8 
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ae 
Ordo Orb 
Sue 
? 
| Is 
¥ 
111 
ay 
Pop 
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100 
92 
90 
88 
35 
5 
96 
20 
22 
9 
2s 
2 
2 
6 
- 
32 
51 
27 
40 
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ehoook 


LNDIGO, Caraccas fine, 
—, . Pine, foot. 


Christiansand (dut. paid.) 


Restews Dingo, do, 


TAR Amenesn, 
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iome melted, . ole 
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Monty Resi. " Cul, 


ALPHABETICAL List or Bverse Sidihlinsiaiciches ditliatnced between the 20th 
snopes the 20th of June, 1823, extracted from the London Gazette. 


x ‘Hurry, J. Liverpool, ship-chandler. 
Phang tga a dealer in Hu ne J. Abehurch-lane, one 
Fo Rebels tewe wilelf,iKingidama “Jones, ; Handsworth. orth, Staffordshire, farmer. 
Ww. » Tooth Tyldsley, Laneashire, 


Lowe, S. Newman-street, Oxford-street. 
Mansor, T. Caroline-street, Commercial- 


rer. 
March, G. W. Hope Bowdler, Shropshire, flannel- 
manufaeturer, 
Mercer, W. Packer’s-court, Coleman-street, wine- 
at Ww. sete aes victualler. 


0ges, ~ai ge) —_ ‘Cumberland, dealer. 
ae W. Jewin-street, Aldersgate-street, brew-. 


Nev, C. Leadenhall-street, umbrella-manufactu- 
rer. 
] 














5. , 
Read, J. Love-lane, . 
ley, J. Si 
» A. Wi , and D. Sailsbury, Notting- 
‘Scorer tie + rey he oh scrivener. 
;W,jun- Budley, Workenie grocer. 
ind J. Frome’ r. 
my and d,s echt 


Suteli shousemen, 
7 Tani P Pine » coal-merehant. 





? 


lor, H. ° 
Tay lor, a Lydeard St Lawrence, Somersetshire, 
B. J. ence Sussex, innkeeper. 





J 
's Scrivener, 


Axruapericas. Last of Scotcw BankRUPTCIES, announced between the Ist and 
30th June, 1823, extracted from the Edinburgh Gazette. 


ey mg merchant in Elion, coun- “aivitked after Grassmarket; Edin- 
‘Do =: and wll seas i, Re a anes 
pellaagon,s 2 final dividend after 16th July. o 


and 
sy third and final dividend after 8th 


; James, rte tO near Strathblane; 
@ final dividend after 4th July, 


: gd 
Monorgan, en ena C Nerchants in élin- 
ee ae ee 
j es Ss Walker, manufacturer in Dysart; a di- 
; cies Phares Se veyed fl 5th till 25th July. " ‘F 


Melville, John, , fish-curer and dealer in her- 
sn, ear aa ae fings in Banfi; a dividend after 234 July. 











10 


Nash 
¥.G. ED. Ens. and Lt. 
cate 05 emt rt 
3E,G. Ens. and Lt. Mon ar, and Gone 
by puteh, vice’ Bt. Maj. Hesketh, 


: 12 June 


288. 


eee &F 


“es or. by parc. 


Re. cae 
Cor. Wood, 


Ag pen hone tpg AFD Paym. 
Perry, return to h. P- (gat = 


Surg. Walker, from 59 F. Surg ie 
Freneh, do. 
E. J. Hickman, Cor. (Riding- be 
- Baplasene Lt. by pak... - 
com 
Berd G. prank med MY Tape Corps 
Cor. Musgrave, Lt. by purch. <4 
Cor. by purch. do. 
Lt, by purch. vie Se 
Lament vice lis rom do. 


‘ ‘AT, Cockburn, Cot. vice 


Bowers, Bs. 
acalester, oe 5 June 


ret. 
Ens, Clayton, late of 36 F. Ens. and 


Lt, by pureh. vice Montagu, prow 


Lt. Cruise, Capt, by purch. vies Boe 


+ 
Edgar Bayly, Ens. do. 
Ens. Forbes, Lt. by purch. viceSenior, 
C.S. mn, Ens. by stot nd 
Ens. by purch. vice 


Leod, cance. 2 Dec. 1822 
Ens. Hill, from 52 F. Lt. by purch 
vice Maxwell, prom. 12 June 
Lt.-Col. Daniell, Insp. F. O. of Ree 

Dist. vice Lt.-Col. exe. 
19 do. 


APPOINTMENTS, P 
Mena, Lal Pine Army cutie 


52 


55 


57 


15 
vi 


89 ° 
91 


rioMOTIONS, & &e. 
61 


1. Wa I. Re Eisen Bue 
bea Geen cd VA 


Caper Barang, rg 60-8. Gag: 
Unattached. 


Lord G. Lennox, from . 
Lt.-Col. of Inf. 


_ Vice Col, Franeklin of Re Asg oot 


Maj. from 61 F. Lt.-Col 
cance 0m 6h BL ae of 
Art. ret. = 
May, Oakes, 1usceten. 
vige Lt.-Col. Buek-- 
Ser, of Ast tet.) gon. 





Ordnance Department. 
Royal Art. 2d Ne and Bt. cape ice ona Gra 


hy p. 4 June 











Scie a from 5 oa 
Ass. viee Simoens, canc. 


Ass. 
Medical Department. 
Finlayson, from 8 Dr. Su- 


i 
__Eampbatl 30 urg. in East Indies, Bee’ 
June - 
H ital Assist. othe 
ung, Hospital » dead do. 


Forces, vice 


Exchanges. 
Allan, from 1 W. I. R. with Maj. Ca- 
h. p. 56 F. 

ee ee 


TW. 1 bes with with Bt. Maj. 


h. p. 20 F. 
with h. 
“Pisce, from 55 Free. ft with Capt. Cane, 
h. p. 2 Gar. Bn. 
—— Cradock, from 81 F, with Capt. Montagu, 


EP ESH of Belinst, from om Cape Corps {Cav.) 
~ wih Cane Eu x be Ps 1 : 


crenata; Soon Ce Corps, with 
SERRE a Bene a 
te ne  eatemene 
Lt. Hon. C. Westenra, h. p. 
Seid, from t Br. with Lieu. Sir KA 
- from 15 Dr. ree. diff. with Lieut. 


from 6 F. ree. diff. with Lieut. Mae- 


h. p. 93 F. 
ee ea sr 
rec. diff. with Lieut. 


63 F. with Lieut. Conroy, 
‘Macdonald, from 89 F. with Lieut Mac- 
h. p. 4 W. IR. 
= from 68 F. ree. diff. with Ens. Cogan, 

ra: Wander, from 02 F, with Ens: Caldestt,h 
R. Horse Gds. 
Dae hp oOF 6 
from 86 F. with Ass. Surg. 
"Hendrick, b. p-l2 a 


| Resignations and Retirements. 
ind 38 F. 
Art. 
do. 


Li ol stn Dr. G. 
——— Macalester, ' 
—— Hesketh, 3 F. G, 
er _W. Kent Militia. 
Adj. kaj Clecke, » Middlesex Mil. 
Appointment: Cancelled. 


:Bolton, from h. p. 14 F. to Ceylon Corps. 
Hosp. Assist. *Simoens, f from half to full pay. 


Dismissed. 


Dep. Ass. Com. Gen. Blackader 
Fanquier. 


Removed, 
(But allowed to receive the ay ae Value of hit 
Commission, 
Brevet Major Edgeworth, 35 F. 
Discharged, 
(But allowed to receive the ted Value of his 
Commission, 
Brevet Major Wilder, 35 F. 
Deaths. 





General Manners, Col. 30 F. 9 June, 1823 
Major-General Latham, late of 7 Dr. =, Dub- 


9 Apr. 
Colonel Sir W. Smith, Bi. W. Essex Mil. . 
Lieut.-Colonel Stopford, h. p. 60 F. Pisa, 13 Ma’ 
Ca Adamson, ret. list, Pi Vet. Bn. Vai 


Raleigh, h. p.20F 9 Fe. 
eig 5 . 
‘a, W. Kent Militia 


Pp. 
—— Brierley, h. p. 57 F. Oldham, 28 Apr. 1823 
——— M‘Adam, h. p. 58 F. Maybole, 26 Feb. 
—— Colin Campbell, h. p. 74 F. Halifax, N.S. 


19 Apr. 
—— Wirth, h. p. Brunswick Inf, Brunswick, 
— y ‘orsican, 

Cormet Ganke, hep. 28.De. 

Ensign Vanderzee, 50 F. Secund 

i, a ink es Sa é 
18 Mar. 1 

ePhaly ret. list, 10 Vet. Bn. London, 

19 June 
= h. p. 55 F, O’Harabrook, ey 
Paymaster Capt. Biddulph, 25 F. mers yo 
Quarter-Master Scott, h. 21 D wmghs 50 May 

Ir. 
Quarter Master sent, hep DE” 8 on. 


Chapa Non 105 F Dadi, = 


Antant § Surgeon Dr Burke; b. ps 37F- Ireland, 
ar. 25 
Hospital Assistant Sutherland, Fort George, NB. 
une 








1823.7] Register.—Births, Marriages, and Deaths. 


BIRTHS, MARRIAGES, AND DEATHS. 


BIRTHS. 
act, tos. At Gibraltar, the of William Fil- 
> - Deputy-Commissary there; of 


vat fttes te irs 
Noel, of oo 

waite At ainbueg, ps aed illiam L. 
bape gg 

— At Lorn Maney i Balfour, ofa son. 

— Lady of Dr Maclean, Esq. of Bruns- 
wick Square, London, of a 

3. At Woolwich Common, Lad of Capt. 

W. Gordon, more Sey: ofa a 
— At Broughton House, Mrs Yule, of a 


son. 
4. At Newington, Mrs M‘Candlish, of a daugh- 


ter. 
— At 57, Al Street, Mrs Scott, of 4 son, 
6. In Charlotte Mrs William J. Dalzel, 


a son. 
10. At 46, India Street, Mrs Dunlop, of a 


ne The Hon. f of a Gauge 
, ofa ® 
alae Maelnoas Captain 
- 12, At Dunchattan, Mrs Horrocks, of a daugh- 


ter. 
i _ RE Sr ofa 
p48, at ‘25, Gayfield Square, Mrs James Irvine, 


15. At Famham, Dorset, the Lady of Sir 8. 
Stuart, Bart. of a son and heir. 
— At his Lordshi fip’s house, in Albemadte Street; 
» Lady F. ee achecegermey 
— Mrs rs John Brougham, of a daughter. 
seAtNo- 1, Hill Steet, Mes Ramssy, of a daugh- 


bs 4 — anne eae Street, Mrs 
strat AtNo. 154 George Street, Mrs Robert Ca- 


_ =e Drummond Place, Edinburgh, =r Lady 
of A. Scott . of a daughter. 

19. At Munster House, Ireland, ‘Lady Si 
Lawrence of‘a son and heir. . 

— At Teviot —_ the Lady of the Hon. 


George Elliott, of 

21. At Polkemmet, the Lady of William Bail- 
lie of Pokemmet, Esq. of a son. 

— AtT, Royal Circus, Mrs Carlyle Bell, of a 


son. 

— At Gilston House, Fifeshire, the Lady of 
Parsons, of a daughter. 

Mrs Milner of Nunmonkton, near York, of 


"Seat, Hill Square, Mrs A. Gifford, of a son. 
Me 25. At the Manse of Ashkirk, Mrs Hamilton, 

a son. 

27. At Laurieston Place, Mrs Alex. Wood, of a 


Park, the Lady of Sir Joseph 


hs ita secubd dendieien ary Kodi Li tGeneral sir 
jeu ir 

Robert Blair, K. x C.B. 
wnt 15. At Quilon, in the East Indies, Cap- 
tain Charles F. Grice, of the Hon. Company’s 
marines, and master attendant at Quilon, to Mar- 
wi eldest ye el of the late James Arnot, 


14. At New ve York, Mr M. ek of Phi- 
, to Miss S. Steel, of Edinbu 
ee At Liv » the Rev. De Barr, of 
Port-Glasgow, to Jane, tees of Mr 
—, teele, of the former place 
— At Weedingshall, Duncan Stewart, - sur- 
geon, Borrowstounness, to Miss Margaret mith. 


Sue 
ge ae a are 


to dane, ae 


pe. At Kelso, to 
“of Mir oo ae 


Mit. 
of 


da ter of Major-General Sir ‘Thomas 
oe 


17. At Hatabenah, foe Nisbet, 
Madras civil service, to Rachel, second 


27. At Lochmill 


aint, Mes ie 


Worcestershire, to 
Butler, Esq. of West Hall near’ Chy 


Dec. 51. 1822. At Bombay, 
tin, M. A. one of the Chap 
ae os station, and brother-in- 


India 


law to the 


Atholl. 
Jan. 20. 1823. At Prichinopoly, of the cholera 
hich » under medical 


. 


 W. 


of the 


I 
attacked him whi 
acute 


treatment’ 
— eldest oon 





eeeere tT Uey 


Lontisn, wife of 3. laughter 
ry, Royal Nevy- avy.’ 


ee 
4. oo son of the late 
Hill, of the East India 

— At Ts 


— At Perth, Hay, eldest son of James 


Bg of CADOW ie, 


. writer. 
eldest son of Dr 


MrJohn 


“ase Hatfield, Herts, aeiceiaces 


of Salisbury. 
14, At ay a salinitoe , third daughter 
of Mr George S' Solicitor ‘Supreme Courts. 


Regidter—Deatly. 


Mar. 30. At Castries, St Lucia, Mr James Fle- 
Ging A ond , 


(July: 

in” wmney, Margaret, eldest 
ols umes Pe Bonn John Clark, 
_ 7 her house,. in A Pesmmenee Street, 
— At her Soya, Sp Migsietn Square, itm Je, 


lia — wife of Mr PB pore wey writer to 
the signet, and depute-clerk of 
= lh R.N. 


15. rye ety ay 
At Manse of the Rev. William Stra- 


» Minister of that parish, in the 79th year of 
ae ay bane gg $m 
arriston Crescent, Agnes, wife of Mr A. 


Plimer, of the Stam 
tonhill, Archibald Elliott, 


aie Street, Isabella, daughter 
_ ) 
of the Rev. James Grant, minister of Laggan. 
— At Old Hall, near Warre, Thomas Cleghorn, 
-—— Mr Robert of the firm of Ogle - 
wr. >, ’ Ogie, Dun 


— At Ballancrieff House, the ‘Hon. Clara Mery 
—- second daughter of the Right Hon. Le: 


— At his house, Royal Exehange, Mr James 


Kirkwood, junior 
18. At Sorrento, in the Bay of Naples, Ronald, 
second son of John Crauford, Esq- of Auche- 


names. 
= Mr Thomas Sheriff, late ship-master, Dun- 


near London, Samuel Char- 
aA S. Edinburgh, second 

. ry aka gp 
vidson, Esq. writer to 


EI me gy gh pean a 
of Mx James Mowat, late Rector of the 
othe the Stomurtay of Rirkendbeyot 

cu t. 
19. Peele at the advanced age oft, Mr 
William Coombe, the author of ‘ 
ee eee ae Degen OE EONS 


aw ee we. Charles Fraser, 

— At Versailles, in France, Isabella, wife of 
General John Murray. 

At his house, Genehans Mr William Bur, 


ton, merchant. 
— At Rothie House, James Leslie, Esq. of Ro- 


21. At aed et ae Esq. late 
merchant in G 


in 

mage 

as a@ man eminent in his 

ession, warm and steady in his friendships, 
and of much urbanity of manners. 

30. AtStamford, Lincolnshire, Octavius Graham 

at hoor — age of 43 years. 
Mer Alexander Lesslie, of Conduit Street, 
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